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To the Reader. 


Courteous Reader, 

ER FE do here preſent 
na vi thee with the Se- 
þ "+ -_ art of Mer- 
SB nut rollery, z0t 
Fs 1 CG it will find g00d 
Reception with the more In- 
genious ; the deficiency of thr; 
ſhall be ſupplied mn a third, 
when time ſhall ſerve : In the 
| mean time 


Farewel. 


We: 
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Merry Drollery, 


T he indifferent Lover, 


Ne man Love's fiery Paſſions can approve, 


As either yielaing pleaſure or promacion ; 


I like a mild and lukewarm zeal in love, 


- Alchough I do no: like ic in devotion, 


For it hath no coherence with my Creed, _ 
To think that Lovers mean as they prerend : 
If all chac ſaid they died,hid died inde:d, 

Sure long © 2 this the World had had an end. 


Some one perhaps of long Conſumption dried,” 


And after falling thro love might dye, 
Bur I dare ſ\vear he never yer had died 
Hid he been half ſoſound arh2art as'T, 


Ancther,rather than intur the ſlander 

Of true Apoitne, will falſe Mirryr prove 7 

I'll ncicher Orpheus be, nt yet Leander, _ 

Fll neither hangnot dfown my ſeif fot love. 
B 
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Yet Ihave been a Lover by report, 

AndI havedied for Love as others do, 
Prais'd be Great JoveI died inſuch a ſort, 
As1 revived within an hour or two. 


Thus have Tliv'd, thus have I lov'd till now, 
And ne'r had reaſon to repent me yer, 
And whoſoever otherwiſe ſhall do, 

His courage 1s as lictle as his wit. 


= _— 


Loves Torment, 


VV blindGodCupid,1ll in an angry mood, 
And Cythera, the faireſt Queen of Love, 
Did leave Sylvanys pleaſant ſhadowed woods, 
And mounted up intorthe Heavens above, 
hom then when Sol, _— 
Even then when Sol 
In water ſer his bed, 
Did ſeek ro hide, 
Did ſeek ro hide 
His golden ſhining head, 


Like Philomel, all in a doleful wiſe, 
I paſs the hilent-coloured night in woe ; 
No relt nor ſleep can ſeize upon my eyes, 
Oh crucl beauty that did rorment me ſo / q. 
Noone can cell, R 
. No one can tell 
| How 11n ſorrows dwelt, 
| || © : Saveonly ſhe, 
| |] Save only ſhe 
| || That hath like Paſſions felt, 
|| The 


_ —————_— wy 
[ —_ 
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; The night is paſtall, and Aurora red 
| Begins to ſhew her ruby-ctloured face, 
| Leaving old Tytanand his aged head, 
Thecloudy darkneſs from rhe $kies to chaſe f 
Ah my poor heart, 
Ah my poor hearr 
In flames of hire doch fry ; 
T live1n love, 
I love and live, 
I live,and yer Idye. 


Each pretty little bird injoys his Mate, 

' And gently billing fics upon a Tree , | 
And on the verdanc ſhadowed woods do prate, 
Chirping their Notes with pleaſant harmony 5 

I wiſh my Love, 

I wiſh my Love 
My pretry bird may be 
To eaſe my grief, 

To eaſe my grief, 
And cure my malady. 


— 
id —————_—_—_—_— —— 


The Rebell Red-cont. 


| CXOme Drawer, come fill us about mote wine, 
| Lerus merrily tipple, the day is our own, 


4 


'We'll have our delights, ler che country go pine, 
Let the King and the Kingdom groan : 

*For the day is our own,and {o (ſhall cencinue, 

| Whilſt Monarchy we baffle quite, * 

wel ſpend all the Kingdoms Revenye, 


* And ſacrifice all ro delight : 
' 
” Bp 7 
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i Tis power that brings us all to be kings, 


And we'll be allcrown{&by our might. 
Yo 


A fig for Divinity, Lefure; and Law, 
And all that to Royalty do pretend, _ 

We will by our Swords keep the Kingdoms 1n aW, 
And our power ſhall never have end : _ 

The Church and the State we'll turn into liquor, 
And ſpend a whole town in a day, 

We'll melc all their Bodkins the quicker 
Into Sack, and ſo drink them away, | 

We'll ſpend che. demeans o'rh* Biſhops and Deans, 
Andover the Presbyter ſway. 


The nimble Sr. Patrick. is ſunk in a bog, 
And his Country-men ſadly cry, Oh honz,0h hone, 
St. Andrew and's Kirk-men are lolt tn a fog, 
And we are the Saints alone : 
Thus on our ſuperiours and equals we trample, 
Whilſt Jockey the iirrop ſhall hold, 
The Citie's our Mule for example, 
While we thus in plenty are roll'd, 
E ich delicare iſh ſhall bur anſwer our wiſh, 
And our drink ſhall be cordial Gold, 


<_— TY 


- — — 


Love lies a bleeding : In Imitation of Law 
lies a bleeding. 


DH $5, by your pleading, 


Love |tes a bleeding, | 
Burn all your Poetry, and throw away your reading. 
| Piecy, 


Rn Ez 
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5 

Piety 1s painted, 

And Truthis tainted, » 
Love-is a reprobate,and' Schiſm nw is ſainted, 

The Throne Love doth fit on; f 

We _ do ſpit on, 
It was not thus, I wis, when Berty rul*din Brian. 

Bur friendſhip hath faulired, 

Loves Altars arte altered, (red, 
And he thar is the cauſe, I would his neck were hal- 


When Love did nouriſh 
England did flouriſh | 

Till holy hate camein and made us all fo curriſh. 

' Nowevery Widgeon 
Talks of Reli gion, 

And doth as little good as Mahomet and his Pidgeon, 
Each Coxcombe is ſuiting | | 
His words for confuring, 

Bur heaven is ſooner gain'd by ſuffering than by AC. 
True friendſhip we e ſmocher, puting, 
And ſtrike at our Brother, 

Apoſtles never went to God by killing one another. 


Let Love but warm ye 
Nothing can harm ye, 

When Love is General, there's Angels in the Army. 
Love keeps his quarters, 

And fears no tortures, 

The braveſt fighrs are wricten in the Book of Mar- 
Could we be ſo vill (ryrs. 
As todo good for evill 

It were the only happy way to &'rcome the devil. 
The Flowers Love hath watred, 

.  Sedition hath ſcattred, (of hatred, 

Wertalk with tongues of holineſs jbur aft wich hearts 

B He 
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He that doth know me, 
* And love will ſhew me, 
Hath found the nearett noble way to avercome me, 
' Hethat hath bound me, 


And then doth wound me, 
Wins not my heart, dath noz conquer, but confound 
' In ſuch acondition me. 


Love is the phyſitian, | 

True Love and Reaſan makes the pureſt palycian. 
But ſtrife and confuſion, 
Deceit and deluſion, 


Though ic ſeem to thrive ag fiſt will make a ad cony 


( clufion, 
Love is a fewel, 
A pretious Jewel, 
*Tis Love mult ftanch the blood when Toys hes 


Love is aloadſtone, (rhe duel, 
Hate is a bloodſtane, 

Heaven is the North Point, and Love is the Load- 
Though fury and ſcorn ( tone, 
Loves Temples haverorn, 


He”ll keep his Covenant, agd will nat be forſworn, 
' His Laws donor border 
On {ſtrife and diſorder, 
He foornes to pet his wealch by perjury and murder, 


What falſhood drew in, 
Gracenever grew in, 
Love will not raiſe himſelf upon angthers ruing, 
' Hecanpreſent ye | 
With peace and plenty, 
Love never advanceth one by throwing down of | 
i rae ES ( ewenty, | 


Where 


Wink 
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Where Love is tn (ſeaſon, 
There Truth is and Reaſon, 

The foul of Love is never underlaid with Treaſon, 
He never do:h quarrel 
For princely apparel, 

Nor ever fixed a chair of tare upon a barrel, 


Love from the dull pic 
Of Follies full pit 
Never took an Anvil out, and pur it un a pulpit. 
Love is no linker, 
Truth is no linker, 
In mending breaches Love did never play the tinker. 
Where Vengeance and Luft ix, 
No truth nor truſt is, | 
As will appear at lalt in Gods High Court of Juſtice, 
Pity and remorſe 1s 
The (trengrh of Loves Forces, 
Pant never converted men by ſtables fill'd with 
(horſes, 
Mercy is fading, 
Truth 1s degrading, 
Love is che onlycauſe of Plenty,Peace,and Trading, 
Love is a fire 
Made of delire, 
Whoſe chief ambition is to heaven to aſpire. 
Ir ſtops the gradation 
Of fury and paſſion, 
It governs all good Families, and beſt can guide a 


The Low Land,cthe High Land, (Nation. 
And my Land and rbyLand, 
of } Grew all incommon ftraigit when Love had leftthis 
» (1nd. 
cre B 4 , Where 
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Where peace 1s panting, 
And rage is ranting, 
*Tis an undoubred fen the King of Lave is wanting. 
Father and Mother, 
Silter and Brocher, 
f Love be lacking, quickly miſchief one another, 
Where wrath 1s, the rod is 
That ruines our bodies ; 
With hate the devil is, bac where Love is Gad is, 
Then ler us nqr doubt i it, 
But fireighrs go abour ir, 
To bring in 1 Love again,we cannot live without if. 


Then lerthe Graces 
Crown our embraces, 
And let us ſetcle all things in their proper places, 
Leſt perſecution 
Cauſe diflolution 
Let all purloyned wealth be mace a reſticutjon, 
For chough now it tickles, 
*Twill turn all to prickles, | 
Then let's live in peace, and turn our Swqads to 
When Noah's Dove was ſent our, (tickles ; 
; Ther, Gods Pardon went our, (ir, 
They that would have it ſo, 1 hope, will ſay Amen to 


—_—_.. 


— 


——— 


4 "Catch, 
Ring forth your Cunny ckins, fair a 
And bold them fair tha I may ſee 
Bray, Black, apd Blew ; for your ſmaller sSking 
Jl give you Glaſſes, Laces, Pins ; 
"And for yqur whole Cunny | 
1, } g Ive you r reac s agey- Come, 


—aelpCef 7 ooo oe ue Af ee... 
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Come, gentle Fone,do thou begin 

With thy black, black,black Cunny kin, 

And Mary then, and Kate will follow ; 

With their filver*d-hair'd skins, andtheir yellow ; 
Your whice Cunny-skin-I will not lay by, © ©" 
Though it be fat,it is-fair to the Eye, . ./ @. 


Your gray it is Warm, bat for my money” : 
Give me t!1: bonny, bonny black Coney ; 
Come away, fair maids, your skins will decay, 


Come and take money, Maids, pur your Ware away z 


_— OSTER I 


I have fine Bracelets, Rings, 
And I have {ilver Pins; 
Coney, skins, Coney skins, 
Maids, have you any Coney skins. 


”_ et. el er — 


A Catth of the Beggars, 


Þ Rom hunger and cold who lives more free, 
Or whio lives a merrier life than we ; 
Our bellies are full, and our backs are warm, 
And againſt all Pride our Rags are a Charm ; 
Enough is a fealt, and for to9 morroy . 
Let rich men care, we feel no ſorrow, 


The City, and Town, and gyery Village 

Atford us an Alms,or a Pillage ; 

And if the weather be cold and raw, 

Then 1n a barn we tumble in ſtraw : 
If fair and warm, in yer-Cock and nay-Cock 
The Fields afford usa hedge or a hey-Cack, 
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The Time- erVer. 


_O_as for a Gameſter thar plaies ar all he ſees, 
Whoſe fickle fancy firs ſuch times as thele, 
One that ſaies Amen to ev'ry faRious prayer, 
From Hugh PetersPulpir to St. Peters Chair, 
One that doth defie rhe Crohier and'the Crown, 
Bur yer can bouze with Blades that carrouze 
Whilſt Potthe-pots tu ,dery down; - 
One that can comply with Surphice and with Cloak, 
Yer for his end can Indepe 
Whilſt Presbyrerian broke B 
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This is the way to trample wirhour crembling, | 
'Tis the Sycophant's only ſecure, {3 
Covenants and Oachs arebadges of difſembling, 
*Tis the politick pulls down the pure: 
Toprofeſs and berray, ro phnder and pray, 
Is the only ready way to be great, 
Flattery doth the feat: 
Ne't go; me'r ſir, will venter further 
Than chegreareft Doxs in the Town, 
From a Copper to a Crown. 


I amin a temp'rare humour now to think well, 

Now Iq in another for to drink well, { 

Then fillais up a Beer-bout boys, that we | 

| May drink it merrily, 

| No knaviſh py ſhall underftand, | 

Il; For if it ſhould be known, | 
U 


lil 'Tis ten to one we ſhall be crappan'd, 
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Merry  Drollerie. 
Vil drink to-rhee a brace of quarts, 
Whoſe Anagram is call'd Trze Hearts, 


If all were well as I would ha'r, . 
And Britain cur'd of its tumor, 


II 


| Tſhould very well like my Fate, 


And drink my Sackggacheaper rate, 
Without any nor rumour, 
Oh then I ſhoul humour, 


Bur fince 'tis no ſuch matter, change your hue, 
I may cog and flatter, ſo may you ; 
Religion is, #Widgooly and -Reaſon.is Treaſon, 
And he that hath a Loyal heart may bid the world 


' - ( adieu. 
We muſt be like the Scottiſh man, : 
Who with intent to bear down Schiſm, 
Brought zn the Presbyterian, | 
Witch Cannon,and with Catechiſm : / 


' Tf Beuk won'tdo't, then Fockey ſhoor, 


v" 


For the Kirk of Scotland doth command, 
And what hath been, ſince they came in, 
I think w'have cauſe ro underſtand.  -. 


A Song. 
& Ather your Roſebuds while you may, 
AZ Old rime is till a flying, 
For chat Flower that ſmells to day, 
To morrow will be dying. 


That Age is beſt,whichif ſhe force 
While youth and blood axe warmer, 
But being ſhe grows worſe and worſe, 
And (till ſucceeds rhe formers 


The 


The glorious Limp of Heaven, the Sun, 
The higher he's a gerring, - _ - 

The ſooner will his race be Run, 

And nearer to his ſerring, = 


Then be not coy, but uſe your rime, 
And while you may,go marry, 

For if you loſe bur once your prime 
You may forever carry. 
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The Gelding of the Devil. 


- A Story firange I will you tell 

Of the gelding of the Devilof hell, 
And of the Baker of Mansfield Town, | 
Thar ſold his bread both white and brown 
To Nottingham Marker he was bound, 
And riding under the Willows clear 
The Baker ſung with a metry chear, 


The Bakers horſe was luſty and ſound, 
And worth in judgement full five pound ; 
His skin was ſmooth,and his fleſh was far, 
His Miſter was well pleas'd with that, 
Which made him ſing ſo merry,merrily 
As he was pafling oh the Way. 


Bur as herode over the hill 
There met him two devils of hell : 
O Baker, Baker, then cry'd he, 

How comes thy horſe fo fat to be ? 
Theſe beche words the Baker did ſay, 
Becauſe his ſtones are cut away. 


—— 
\ a. Ms A. 


EY OUDYDOBIR 4 Ae, MEG  , < rb.” 


A ATLAS 


hen 


—— 
W—_—__ y x 


Then, quoth the devil, if ir be ſo, 


Thou ſhalr geld me before thou doſt go : 


Firſt rye —_— to yonder tree, 
And with 
The Baker he had a knife for t 


The Baker, as it cameo paſs, 

In haſt alighted from his horſe, 

And the devil on his back he lay, 
While the Baker cut his tones away, 
Which put the devill ro great pain, 
And made him to cry out amain. 


O,quoth the devil, beſhrew thy heart, 
Thou doſt not feel how I do ſmart, 
And for the deed that thou haſt done 

I will revenged be agen, 

And underneath this green-Wood tree, 
Next Market day Iwill geld chee. 


The Baker then bur a little ſaid, 
Bur at his heart he was ſore afraid ; 
He durſt no longer then to (tay, 
Bur he rode hence another way : 
And coming to his Wife, did cell 
How he had gelt the devill of hell. 


Moreover to his Wife he cold 
A tale that made her heart full cold, 
How that the devil co him id ſay, 


That he would geld him nex: Marker day : 
O, quoth the good wife, wirhouc doubt 


I had rather both thy eyes were our, 


y knife come and _u_»s s 
e nonce, 
Wherewith to cur out the devils tones. 
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For then all the people far-and near, 

That knory thee, will but mock and jeer, 
And good-wives they will ſcold and brawl, 
And itoneleſs Gelding will chee call ; 
Then hold content, and be thou wiſe, 
And I'll ſo:ne pretty erick deviſe. 


I'll mike the devil change his note, 
Give me thy Hat,thy Band, and Coat, 
Thy Hoſe and Doubler cke alſo, 

AndI liketo a man will go 

Fil warrant thee next Marker day 

To fright the devil clean away. 


When the Bikers Wife ſhe was fo dreft, 
With all her bread upon her beaſt, 

To Noertmghanm Market,that brave Town, 
Toſell her bread, both White and Brown, 
And riding merrily over the hill, 

O there ſhe ſpy'd the two devils of hall. 


A little devill,and another, 

As they were playing both rogether ; 
Oh ho,quo-h the devill, right fain, 
Here comes the Baker riding amain : 
Now be thou well,or be thou woe, 
Iwill geld thee before thou doſt go. 


The Bakers wife to the devil did ſay, 
Sir, I was gelded yeſterday : 

O, quoch che devil, I mean to ſee ; 

And pulling her coats above her knee, 
And ſo looking upward from the ground, 
Othere heſpy'da terrible wound, 


YI 
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O, quoth the devil, now I ſee 
That he wo not cunning that gelded thee, 
For when that he had curour che ſtanes, 
He ſhould have cloſed up the wounds, 
Bur if chou wilt tay bur a lictle ſpace 
Pl ferch ſome (alvero cre che place. 


; 

He had nor ran bur a lictle way, 

Bt up her belly crepe a Flea: 

!The lictle devill ſeeing thar, 

He up with his paw and gave ber a pat, 

*Which made che good wifefor to Gar, 
wich chat ſhe let go a rowing farr, 


*©, quoth the devill, thy life is not long 

!Thy breath ic ſmells ſo horrible ſtrong, 

Therefore go thy way, and make thy will, 
hy wounds are paſt all humane skill; 

Be gone, be gone, make no delay, 

For herechou ſhalt no longer ay. 


he good wife wich this news was glad, 
t ſhe lefc che devil almoſt mad ; 
nd when ſhe to her husband came, 
ith a,joyful hearc ſhe told the ſame, 
ow ſhe had couzened the devil of hell, 
Which pleas'd her Husband wondrous well, 


' 
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ce — ——— — — 


_— 


The Vagabond. 


Am a Rogue, and a ſtout one, 
A molt couragious drinker : 
I doexcell, its known full well, 
The Ratrer, Tom, ot Tinker : 
Then do I cry, Good your Worſhip 
Beſtow ſome ſmall Denier a, 
And bravely chen at the bouzing Ken 
T'l1 bouze it all in beer a. » 


—_— Dames and Doxes, 

When that they ſee lacking, 

Without delay, poor wretches, they 

Will ſend the Duds a packing : 
Then dolI cry, c. 


Ten miles unto 4 Matket 

Ig to meer a Milſer, 

And inthe throng I'll nip a bung, 

And the party ne'r the wiſer : 
Then do I cry,&c. 


If the Gentry be coming, 

Then ftreightit-is my faſhion, 

MylegT'll tye cloſe ro my thigh 

To mpve them to compallion ; 
en do I cry,&c. 


With I hear a Coach come rumbling, 
Tomy Crutches ſtreigat I bye me, 


Merry Drolerie. 


For being lame, it is a ſhame 
— | Such Gallants ſhould deny me; 
 Thendolcry, &c. 


7 


My Peg in a ſtring doth lead me 

When | gointothe TownyS1r, 

For to the blind all men are kind, 

And will their alms beſtow, Sir; 
Then dolI cry, &c. 


I'ch' winter time ſtark naked 

Igo into fome City, 

Andevery man, that ſpare them can, 

Will give me cloaths for pity ; 
Thendol cry, &c. 


My doublet ſleeves hang empty, 
And for to beg the bolder | 
For meat and drink my arm 1'j1 (hzink 
Up cloſe unto my ſhoulder, 

Then do I cry,&c. 


If any gives me lodging 

A courteous knave they find me, 

| Forin my bed, alive,or dead, 

T leave ſome Lice behind me ; 
Then do Icry,&c. 


If from out the Low Countries 
I hear a Captains name,Sir, 
Then ſtraight I'll ſear I have been there, 
Andſoin fight came lame, Sir ; 
Then do Icry,&c, 


YM 
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In Pauls Church-yard by a Pillar 
Sometimes you ſee me (tand, Sir, 
With a writ that ſhews what cares, what woes 
I have palt by Sea and Land,Sir ; 

Then dol cry, &c. 


Come buy, cone bny a hotn-book 

Who buys my Pins and Needles : 

Such things do I in the City cry 

Ofc times to {cape the Beadles 
Then do I cry,c*c. 


Then blame me not for begging, 

And boaſting all alone,Sir, 

My ſelf I will be prai6ng fill. 

For Neighbours I have none,S1r ; 
Then dol cry, &c. 


The Fovial Loyaliſt, 


Tay,ſhut the Gate, 
T*other quart,'faith *ris not ſo late 
As your thinking, 

The ftars which you ſee in the Hemiſphere be, 
Are bur ituds in our cheeks by good drinking; 
The Suns gone to tipple all night in the'Sea, boys 
To morrow he'll bluth that he's paler than we bows, 
Drink wine, give hin water, 'cis Sack makes us the 


(boys; 
FiJl up the Glaſs, 
To the next merry L1d ler it piſs, 
Come away With't ; 
| Let's 
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Ler's ſer foot to foot, and but give our minds to'r, 
"Tis heretical Six that doth (lay wit : 

Then hang up good faces,ler's drink till our noſes 
Gives freedom to ſpeak what our fancy diſpoſes, 
Beneath whoſe proteCtion, now under the roſe is. 


| Drink off your Bowl, 
'Twill encich both your head and your ſoul 
Wirth Canary; : | 
For acarbuncl'd face ſaves a tedious race, 
And the Indies abour us we carry : 
No Helicon like to the juyce of good wine is, 
For Phebus had never had wit that divine is, _ 
Had his face not been bow-dy*d as thine is, and mine 


(is. 
| This muſt goround, ; 
Of with your hars cill che pavement be crown'd 
With your Bevers, 


A Red-coated face frights a.S2rgeant and his Mace, 
Whilſt the Contable trembles to ſhivers, 

In ſtate march our faces like ſome of the quorum, 
While the whores do fall down, and the vulgar adore 
um, | 
And our noſes like Link-boys run ſhining before *um, 


_— 


The CAnfwer, 
H*% quaff no more, 


Bur reſtore, . 
If you can, what you've loſt by your drinking, 
Three Kingdoms and Crowns, 
With their Cicies and Towns, 
While the King and his Progeny is finkingg 
The ſtuds in your cheeks have obſcured his Star,boys,” 
C2 Your 
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Your drink and miſcarriages in the late war, boys, 
Hath brought his Prerogative thus to the Bar,boys. 


Throw down the Glaſs, 
He's an Aſs | 
That extra&ts all his worth from Canary : 
Thar valour will ſhrink, 
Which is only good in drink, _ 
"Twas the Cup made the Camp to miſcarty. | 
Ye thought in the world there was no power could 
rame ye, 
Ye tipled and whor'd till the Foe overcame ye, 
Cuds-nigs and ne'r-ſtit Sir, hath vanquiſthr God- 
dam-me. 


Fly from the coaſt, 
Or y are loſt, 
And the water will run where the drink went, 
From hence you mult ſlink, 
If you ſwear and have no chink, 
*Tis the Curſe of a Royal Delinquent, 
Ye love to ſee Beer-bowls turn'd over the thumb 
well, 
Yelove three fair Gameſters, four Dice, and a Drum 
well, 
Bur you'd as lieve ſce the devil as Oliver Cromwel. 


FIX np cw" 
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Drink not the round, 
You'llbe drown'd 
In the ſource of your Sack and your Sonner:, 
Try once more your Fate 
For the Kirk againſt che Stare, 
And go barter your Bevers for Bonnets : 
I ſee how you'r charm'd by your female — 
An 
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Andtherefore pack hance to YV;rgima for planters, 
For an Ac, andtwo Red-coars will rout all the Ran- 


rers. 


— —_— 


The force of opportunity, 


| Wo gods that rule upon the Plains, 


Where nothing burdelight remains ; 


You Nymphs that haunt che Fairy Bowers, 


Exceeding Flora with her flowers ; 

The faireit woman that earth can have 

Somerimes forbidden fruit will crave, 
For any woman, whatſoe*r ſhe be, 
Will yield co Opportunity. 


Your Courtly Ladies that attends, 
May ſo:nerimes dally with their friends; 
And ſhe rhat marries with a Knighc 
May ler his Lodging for a night ; 
And ſhe that's only Worſhipful 
Perhaps another friend may gull : 

For any woman,C7c. 


The Chamber-maid that's newly married 

Perhaps another man hath carried ; 

Your Ciry Wives will not be alone, 

Although cheir husbands be from home; 

The faireſt maidin all the rown 

For green will change a ruſſ-e Gown ; 
For any woman,c7c. 


And ſhe that loves a Zealous brother, 
Xay change her Pulpit for another ; 
C 3 
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Phyhrians fudy for their $kill, 
Whiles wives their Urinals do fill; 
The Lawyers wife may take her pride 
Whilſt he cheir Cauſes doth decide ; 
 Forevery woman, c. 


The Country maid, that milks the Cov, 
And takes great pains to work and do, 
I'ch' fields may mee: her friend or brother, 
And ſave her foul to ger another ; 

And ſhethat to the Markers gone 

My horn her man ere (he come home ; 

' Forany woman, &c. 


You Goddeſſes and Nymphs ſo bright, 
The greater Star,the leſſer light ; 
To Lords, as well as mean eltates, 
Belongeth husbands horned baites, 
Then give your Ladies leave to prove 
The things the which your ſelves do love ; 
| Forany woman, what ere ſhe be, 

Wll yield co Opportupity. 


| — 


Luſty Tobacco, 


OW that in love do mean to ſport, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 

Firſt take a Wench of a meaner ſorr, 

 Tobacgo, Tobacco, 
Bur ler her have a comely grace, 
Like one that came from Yeu race, 
Then take occaſion,time;and place 
' Tp give her {@me Tobacco, 


You 
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You —— gamellers muſt be bound, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 

Their bullers mult be plump and round, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 

Your topper muſt be Riff and ſtrong, 

Your Pipe ic mult be large and long, 

Or elſe ſhe'll ſay you do her wrong, 

She'll ſcorn your weak Tobacco. 


And if that you do pleaſe her well, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 


All others then ſhe will expell, WA 


Tobacco, Tobacco, 
She will be ready at your call 
To take Tobacco, Pipe and all, 
So willing ſhe will bero fall 
To take your firong Tobacco, 


And when you have her favour won, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 

You muſt hold our as you begun, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 

Or elſe ſhe'll quickly change her mind, 

And ſeek ſome other Friend to find, 

That better may content her mind 

In giving her Tobacco. 


And if you do not do her right, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 
She'll rake a courſe co burn your Pipe, 
Tobacco, Tobacco. 
And if you ask what ſhe doth mean, 
She'll ſay ſhe doth'cro make ir clean, 
Then rake you heed of ſach a Quean 
For ſpoyling your Tobacco. 
C 4 


Merry Droverie. 


_, 


24 The Second Part of 


As I my ſelf dare boldly ſpeak, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 

Which makes my very hearc tobraak, 
Tobacco, Tobacco, 

For ſhe that I cake for my friend, 

Harh my Tobacco quite conſum! '4, 

She hath ſpoyl'd my Pipe,and chere's an end. 

Of all my good Tobacco. 


hn — 


Good Advice againſt Treaſon. 
B UT fince it was lately enacted high Treaſon 


For a man to ſpeak truth 2oainſt the head of a | 


State, 


Letevery iſe mun make uſe of his reaſon, 


Tutu utde edna tet, 


For the Proverb doth learn us, 
He that Rtaies from the battel ſleeps in a whole 
Skin, 
And our words are our own, if we keepthem within, [ 
What fools are we then thar to prattle do begin, 
Of things that do not concern us, 


"Tis no matter to me who e'r gets the batrel, « 

The Tubs or the Crofles, 'tis all one to me, 
I: neither increaſeth my goods nor my cartel, 
' A begoar's a beggar, and ſo he ſhall be, 
Unleſs he curn Traytor, 
Ler Miſers take courſes to hoard up their treaſure, 
' Whoſe bounds have no limics, whoſe minds have 

no meaſure, 

Ler re be bur Quier, and take a little pleaſure, 

£& liccle contents My own nature, 

Bur 
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Bur what if*the Kingdom returns to one of the 
* Prime ones? 
My mind{is a Kingdom, and ſoit ſhall be, 

I'll make it appear, if I had but the time once, 
He's as happy in one, as they are in three, 

If he might but _ It: 
He that's mounted aloft, is a mark for the Fate, 

And an envy to every pragmarical pate, 
Whileſt he that is low is ſafe 1n his eſtate, 

And the great ones do ſcorn to annoy him, 


I count him no wit that is gifted 1n rayling, 
And flurting at thoſe rhar above him dofir, 
Whilſt they do out-wit him with whipping and goa- 
ling, 


fl pul and isperfon muſtpay fo hs wit 


Fh 
lesbrenift 
; DINISONr(OOC ig 
If Sack were reform?d to twelve pence a quart, 
I'd ſtudy for money to Merchandize for'r, 
With a friend that is willing in mirth we would 
ſport, | 
Not a word ; but we'd pay it with thinking. 


My Perition ſhall be that Canary be cheaper, 
Without either Cuſtom, or curſed Excize, 

That the Wits may have freedom to drink deeper 
and deeper, 

And not be undone whilſt our Noſes we baprize, 
Bur we'll liquor them, and drench them ; 

If this were bur granted, who would nor defire 
To dub himſelf one of Apollo's acquire ? 

And then wewill drink whil our Noſes are onfire, 
And the quarr-pors ſhall be Buckers ro quench 


them. 
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The feaſting of the Devil by Ben Johnſon: 


pon rpg needs have the devil his gueſt, 
4 And bad him once into che Peake to dinner ; 


Where never the Fiend had ſuch a Feaſt 
Provided him yer at the charge of a ſinner, 


His omack was queaſie (for an there coacht) | 
The jogging had cauſed ſome crudies riſe, 

To help ir he call'd for a Puritan poachr, 
That uſed to turn up the Eggs of his Eyes, 


: 

And ſo recovered unto his wiſh, f 
He ſate him down, and he fell ro eat ; | 
Promooter in plum-broath was the firſt diſh ; 
His own privy Kiechin had no ſnch meat. j 
Yer though with this he much were taken, 
Upon a ſudden he ſhifted his crencher ; | 
As ſoon as he ſpide the bawd, and bacon, ; 
By this you may note the devil's a wencher, | 


Six pickled Taylors ſliced and cut, 
Sempſters, Tire-women, fit for his paller, 

With feacher-men, and perfumers pur, 
Some ryelve in a Charger to make a grand ſallet, } 


A rich fat Uſurer ttew?d in his Marrow, 

And by him a Lawyers head and Green-ſayce ; 
Both which his belly rook in like a barrow, 

As if till then he had never ſeen ſaivce. 
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Then carbinadoed, and cookt with pains, 
Was brought up a cloven Serjeants Face ; 

The ſawce was mace of the Yeomans brains, 
That had been beaten out with his own Mace. 


&7 


Two roaſted Sheriffs came whole to the board, 
( The Fealt had nothing been without 'um,) 
Both living and dead they were Fox'd and Fur'd ; 
Their chains like Sawſages hung about 'um, 


The very next diſh was the Mayor of a town, 
With a pudding of maintenance thruſt in in belly; 
Like a Gooſe in the Feathers dreſtin his Go n, 
And his couple of Hinch-boys boyld co a jelly. 


A Londen Cuckold hot from the ſpit, | 
And when the Carver up had broke him, 
The devil chopt up his head ar a bir, 
Bur che horns were very near like to have choake 
him, 
The chine of a Lecher too there was roaſted, 
With a plump Harlots haunch and Garlick ; 
A Panders pettitoes that had boaſted 
Himſelf tor a Capratn, yer never was warlike, 


A large fat Paſty of a Mid-wife hot, 
And for a cold bak't meat into the flory, 
A reverend painted Lady was brought, 
And coffin'din cruſt, till now ſhe was hoary. 


To theſe, an over-grown-Juſtice of peace 
With a Clark like a gizard thruſt under each arm, 
And warrants for fippets,laid in his own greaſe, 
Se: over a chafing-diſh to be kept warm, 


The 
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| Ul. The Jowle of a Jaylor, ſerved for Fiſh, 
i A Conſtable ſous*'d with Vinegar by, 
Two Aldermen-Lobſters aſleep in a diſh, 
A Depury tart, a Church-warden pye. 


is All which devoured, he then for a cloſe, 

[|\\ Did for a full draught of Darby call, 
| He heav'd the huge Veſlel up to his Noſe, 

And lefc nor till he had drunk up all. 


Then from the Table he gave a ſtart, 
Where banquet and wine were nothing ſcarce ; 
All which he ſtarted away with a Fart, 


From whence it was called the devils arſe. 


And there he made ſuch a breach with the wind, 
The hole too ſtanding open the while, 

Thar the ſent of the Vapour before and behind, 
Hath foully perfum'd moſt part af the Iſle, 


And this was Tobacco,the Learned ſuppoſe, 
"Which fince in Country, Court, and Town, | 

In the devils Gliſter-pipe ſmoakes at the Noſe 
Of Polcat and Madam,of Gallant,and Clown, 


From which wicked weed,with ſwines-fleſh & Ling, 
Or any thing elſe that's Feaſt for the Fiend, 
Our Captains and we cry God ſave the King, 
And ſend him good mear,and Mirth wichout end, 
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on the Goldſmiths- Committee, 


C Ome Drawer, ſome wine, 
Or we'll pull down the Sign, 
For we are all jovial Compounders : 
We'll make the houſe ring, 
With healths co our KI NG, 
Andconfuſion light on his Confounders, 


Since Goldſmirchs Commurree 
Aﬀords us no pitty, 
Our ſorrows in wine we Will teep 'um, 
They force us to take 
Two Oaths, but we ll make 
A third, that we ne'r mean to keep 'um. 


And next,who e'r ſees, 
We drink on our knees, 


To the King, may he thirſt that repines. 


A fig for thoſe traitors 
Thar look to our waters, 
They have nothing to do with our wines. 


And next here's a Cup 
To the Queen;fill it up, 


29 


Were ir poyſon,we would make an end on's : 


May Charles and She meer, 
And tread under feer 
+ Both Presbyrer and Independenr. 


To the Prince,and all others, 
His Siſters and Brothers, 
As loy in condition as high born, 


We'll drink this,and pray, 
That ſhortly they may 
See all them thar wrongs them at 7 yburs. 


And next here's three bowls 

To all gallant ſouls; | | 
That for the King did, and will venter, 

May chey flouriſh when thoſe 

Thar are his,and their foes 


Are hang'd and ram'd down to the Center. 


And next let a Glaſs 
To our undoers paſs, 
Attended Wwi:h twoorthree curſes : 
May plagues ſent from hell 
Stuff their bodies as well, 
As the Cavaliers Coyn doth their putſes. 


May the Camibals of Pym 
Ear them up limb by limb, 
Ora ho: Fever ſcorch 'um to'embers, 
Pox keep 'um in bed 
Uncill they are dead, 
And repent for the lofs of theur Members. 
- 


And may they be found 

In all to abound, X 
Bochwith heaven and the countries anger, 

May they never want Fractions, 

Doubts, Fears,and DiltraQtions, 


Tillthe Galloiv-tree choaks them from danger. 
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Inſatiate Deſire. 


That I could by any Chymick Art 
Toſperme, converr-my ſpirit and my heart, 
That at one thruſt I might my ſoul tranſlate, 
Andin her womb my ſelf degenerate, 
There feep'd in luſt nine months I would remain, 
Then boldly — my paſſage back agatn. 


= ———— a 


_= 


The Virtue of Wine. 


Hp Souldiers fight for praiſe, and payy 
And Money bid the Miſers wiſh ; 
Poor Schollars (tudy all the day, 
Andeglutrons glory in their diſh 
*Tis Wine,* tis Wine revives ſad ſouls, 
Therefore give me the chearing bowls. 


Let Minions marſhal every hair, 
And 1n a Lovers lock delight, 

And artificial colours wear, 

We have the native red and white ; 


'Tis wine, pure wine,&c. 


Take Pheſant,Puer,and Culvered Salmon, 
And how co pleaſe your Pallats think : 
Give uz a ſalt Weltphalia gammon, 
Nor meat to eat, but meat to drink ; 

"Tis wine,pure wine,@c. 


VYitas 


Diana was a Virgin pure, 

Amonglt the reſt chalte and demure ; 
Yet you know well, I am ſure, 

What Ao, did endure, 
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Some fath-the Pryfick, ſome the Rheume, 
Some hath the Palfie, ſome the Gout; 
Some ſwelleth far, and ſome conſume, 
Bur they fre ſound chat drink all out ; 

'Tis wine, pure wine,&c. 


Some men want Wir, and ſome want Wealth ; 
Some want a Wife,and ſome a Punke z 
Some men want Food,and ſome want Health, 
Bur he ivants nothing that is drunk ; 

Tis wine,pure wine, c. 


Tc makes the backward ſpirits brave, ; 
Them lively, that before were dull ; 2M 
Thoſe grow good Fellows thar are grave, 
And kindnels ſprings from Cups brim-full ; 
"Tis wine, *c1s wine revives ſad ſoules, 
Thereforegive me the charming bowles, 


The Horn exalted. 


Hoe Lordings to my Story, 

I will fing of Cuckolds glory, 
And therear let none be vexr, 

None doth know whoſe turn is next ; 
And ſeeing it isin moſt mens ſcorn, 
Tis Charity to advance the Horn. 
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If -men have Horns for as ſhe, | __TYy 
Ipray thee rellme whatare we? 1 | 


Lec thy friend enjoy his reſt, 

What though he wear Afemrcrealt ? 

Malice nor Venom at him (pit, 

He wears but what'the gods think fit'; , 
Confels ke is by times Recorder 

Knight of great Diana's Order. 


Lina was novenial (inner, 

Yer ſhe hath a man wichin her, 

N\, And to cur off Cuckolds ſcorns, 

She decks her head with Silver horns; ' 
And if the moon in heavens rhus dreft, 
The men oneurhlike ir are bleſt, 


- O'S ——  ——_— — — ——— 
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A Droll of a Louſe; 


lſcoveries of late have been made by adventures, 
And many a pate hath been ſec oa the centers 
Torell many a thing more than true 1s, 
How Whales have been ſerveJ co Saylors in Brevis : 
Bur here a poor Louſe by this preſenc dehies 
The Caralogue of Ol4 Afandevils lies, 
And rake my report for a certain. 


My father & m»o:her,wvhen firſt hey joyn'd paunche:, 
Bezac me berween an Old Pedlers haunches ; 
When bred to a Creeper, I know now tw pux'e 

B; chance got a fuck of the bloud of his Doxiz, 


D Where 


34 


e JeCONd OX 47T 0 


Where finding the ſweetneſs of my new Paſtour, 
I left the loyns of my pockified Maſter, 
And thus I grew incoa fortune. 


A Lord in this Land, that loved a bum well, 


| By chancecame to wap with his Mort in the ſtumell, 


I clung me cloſeto him ;n i left my Rampallion, 

And ſcorn'd toconverſe with a Tartterdemallion, 

Bur thought, by Sir Gzles, to procure a portion 

For my heirs to11herit clean linnen and Satten, 
Bur the Parliament croſt my intention, 


This Gallanr, Cod bleſs him, delighted in Tennis, 
His ſweat made me far till be travelled to Yemice, 
Wherewith a Madona in fingle guella 
He lefr me behind him within the Bordella, 
Where lecherous paſſages I did diſcover 
Between Bonarebee and Drego, her Lover, 

Beyond wonder to hear ihe report on't. 


The trick wich the Dildo was us'dout of meaſure, 
Behindand before they had it at pleaſure ; 
All Arretnestticks were praftiſed by labour, 
Yer Cunicks they hire like Bethlehens G aber, 
Eſteeming rhe Engliſh man for a Stallion, 
And lewitig the Goat unto the Italian, 

All this I report for a certain. 


One thing in the Rews I commend, I pray hearic, 


Ita clap you do ger ycu need never fear it, 

For ſhe, har istroubled come Gallen Comorboe, 

Shall never couch upon your Late nor Theorboe 5 

Yer many a brave Lord,that never wrought Treaſon, 

H.ve there loft their heads, I know not che reaſon, 
All this I report for a certain, 
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Thus living in wonder, eſcaping the Tallenc 
Ot Citizen,Clown Where, Lawyer ang Gallant 


| There liv'dT awhile without any harm, I 


Was burnc before Bergen in Spinola's Army, 


All chis I report of acercain. 
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The Brewers praiſe. 


T te many a blinking verſe was made 
In honour of, the Blackſmirhs trade, 


= 5 


> Bur more of the Brevers may be ſaid, 


Which no body can deny, 


I need nor elſe but this repeat, 

The Blackſpich cannot be complear, 

Unleſs the Brewer do give him a hear, 
Which no body,@c. 


When Smug unto his Forge doth come, 

Unleſs the Brewer do liquor hum home, 

Could ne'r ſtrike my por and thy por Tem, 
Which no body,&c. 


Of all the Profeſſions in the Town, 
This Brewers trade did giin renown, 


-| His liqut oncereachr up to che Crown, 


Which no body, &c. 
Much bloud fron him. did fpring; 
Of all che trades this was the King, 


The Brewer hadgot the worldin a1.i 12, 
Which no body, _ 
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At laltcame a Soyldier, I bravely did firk him, 
Unto the skirts of his tobuſtious Buff ſerkin, 
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Though Honour be a Princes daughter, 

The Brewer will woe her in bloud and ſlaughter, 

And win her,or elſe it thall coſt him hot water, 
Which no body, &c. 


He fear'd no pouder, nor martial Rops, 

Bur whipt Armies as round-as tops, 

And cur off his foes as thick as hops, 
Which no body, &c. 


He div'd for Riches down tothe bottom, 

And cri'd, my Maſters, when he had got um, 

Ler every Tub ſtand upon his own bottom, 
Which no body,&c. 


Inwar like Arts he ſcorn'd to ſtoop, 

For when his party began to droop, 

He'd bring them-all up as round as a hoop, 
Which no body, &c. 


The Jewiſh Scots who fear to eat 

The fleſh of Swine,our Brewers bear, 

*Twas the fight of their hogsſheads made them tore- 
Which no body,&c. (rreac 


Poor Fockey and his Basket-hulc 

Was beaten, and much bloud was ſpilt, 

When their badies, like barrels, did run a tilt, 
L Which no body, (Foo 


Though Jemmy did give tke firſt afſault, 

The Brewer he made them at lengrh to hault, 
And gave them what the Cat left in the imault , 
Which no body &'6. 
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They did not only bang he Kirk, 

Bur in Jreland too they did as much. work, 

'Twas the Brewer made them ſurrender Cork, 
Which no body,&c. | | 


This was a flout Brewer,of whom we may brag, 

Bur fince he was hurried away with a hag, 

We have brew'd in a bortle,and bak'd in a bag, 
Which no body,e7c. / 


They ſaid that Antichriſt came to ſettle 

Religion within a Cooler and a Kertle, 

His Nofe and his Copper were both of 4 mettle, 
Which no body,&c. 


He had a ftrong,and a very tour bearr, 

Andlook'd tro be made an Emperour for'r, 

But the Devil did ſer a ſpoke in his Carr, 
Whichno body , &c. 


The Chriſtian Kings began to quake, 

And ſaid, wich that Brewer no quarrels we'll make, 

We'lller him alone, as he brews ler him bake, 
Which nobody,&c. 


Bur yet by the way you muſt needs underſtand. 
He kept all hts Patſions ſo under command, 
Pride never could ger the upper-hand, 

Which no body,@c. 


And now may all tout ſouldiers ſay, 
Farewell theglory of the Dray, 
Fo- the Brewer himſelf is turned to Clay, 
Which no body,&c. 
D 3 Thus 
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Thus fell a brave Brewer he bold ſon of laughter, 


Who need not to ferr much whar ſhould fo low after, 


Thar dgalt all his life-time in fire and water, 
Whuch no body,&c. 


And if his Succeſſor had had bur his might, 
We all hid not been in that pitiful oliche, 
Bur aJas, he was found many grains too lighx, 
' Which no body, fc, | 


Though Winebe a Juice ſweet,pleaſant,and pure, 
This trade doth ſuch plerſure an profit procupe, 
Thar eyery Vintnerin Town is turn'd Brewer, 

' Which no body, &'s. 


But now let's leave finging,and drink off our Bub, 
Lers call fpr a Reckoning,and every mn club, 

For Ichink I have told you a Tale of a Tub, 

' Whichno body can deny. 
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A Letany. - 


Þ Rom Eſſex Anabapriſt Laws, 

L And from Norfolk, Plough-tail Laws, 
From Aþ,gai{s pure'render Zeal, + 
Whiter than a Brownifts veal, 

From a Serjeants Temple pickle, 

And the Brethrens Convewricle, * 

From roguith meerings,or Cutpurſe hall, 
&nd New-England, woglt of all, 
*" Libera nos Downes 3» 
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From the cry of Ladgee debrers, 

And the noiſe of Pritaners Ferrers, 

From groans of chem that have the Pox, 

And coyl of Beggars in che Stocks, _ 

From roar 0'ch Bridge, and Bedlam-prate, 

And with Wives met. at Bullingſgate, 

From ſcritch-owles,and dogs nighr-howling, 

From Salers cry at their main bowling, 
Libera nos domine. 


From Fravk, Wilſons trick of mopping, 
And her ulcered hole with popping, 
From Knights o'ch* polt,and from decoys, 
From Whores, Bawd:, and roaring Boys, 
From a Bulker in the dark, 
And Hannah with St. Tamlins Clark, 
From Biskers Bawds have rubb'd their gums, 
And from purging-Comfic plums, 
Libera nos Domine. 


From Se Prats Son,the fair and witty, 
The Lord of Portfmonth,ſwoer and pretty, 
From her that creeps up Holbewrn hill, 
And Moll that cries, God-dam-me ill, 
From backwards-ringing of the Bells, 
Fram both che Counters and Bridewells, 
From blind -Rebbi and his Beſs, 
And from a Purſe that's penmule(s, 

Libera nos Domaine. 


From gold-finders,and night-weddinge, 
From #omens eyes falſe liquid ſhedding, 
From Rocks, Sands, and C amnon-ſhot, 

And from a ltinking Chamber-por, 
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From a hundred years old ſinner, 

And Duke Humphreys hungry dinner, 

From ſinking breath of an old. Aunt 


From Parritors and Purſevants 
L:bera nas Domiunt, 


From a Dutchmans ſnick and inceing, 
From a nalty Iriſh being 
From a Welchmans lotry bragging, * 
And a Monſieur loves not drabbing, 
From begging Scotchmen and therr pride, 
From ſtriving gainft both wind and tide, 
From too much ſtrong Wine and: Beer, 
Enforcing us todomineer, 

Libera nos Domine. 


The Blackſmith. 


F all the Trades that ever I ſee. 
CHA There's none to the Blackſmith compared may 
Wirth ſo many ſeveral tooles works he, (be 
Which no body can deny. 


The firſt rhat ever Thunderbolts made 
was a Cyclops of the Blackſmirhs Trade, 
As in a Learned Author is ſaid, 

Which no body,e7c. 


When thundringlike we ſtrike abour, 
The firslike Lightning flaſhes our, 
Which ſuddenly with water we d'our, 
* Which no body,&c. 


XUM 


X 11M 


Merry Drollerie. 41 


The faireſt Goddeſs in the Skies, 

To marry with Yulcas did adviſe, 

And he was a Blackſmich grave and wiſe, 
Which no body, &c. | 


Vulcan he to do het right, 

Did build her a Town by day and by night, 

Andgave it a-name which was Hammerſmiths hight 
Which no body,&c. 


Vulcan further did acquaint her, 

Thar # prerry Eſtate he would appoint her, 

And leave her. Seacoal-lane for a Joynter, 
Which no body, &c. 


And that no enemy might wrong her, 
He builr her a Forr, you'd with nofironger, 
Which was 18 the lane of Jronmonger, 


Which no body,&c. 


Smithfield he did cleanſe from durr, 

And ſure there was great Reaſon for'r, 

For there he meant ſhe ſhould keep her Courr, 
Which no body,&c. 


Bur after 19 a good time and tide, 

Ir was by the Blackſmith re&ih'd 

To the honour of Edmund Ironſide, 
Which no body,&c. 


Vulcan after made a traine, 
Wherein the God of war was tane, 
Which ever fince hath heen call'd Paws chaine, 
Which no body,c. 
The 
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The common Proverb as it is read, 

That a man muſt hic the nail on che head, 

Wichour the Blackſmich cannot be ſaid, 
Which no body,c+ 


Another muſt not be forgor, 

And falls unto the Blackſmirhs lor, 

That a man ſtrike while the Iron is hot, 
Which no body,&c. 


Anothor comes in molt proper and fir, 

The Blackſmiths juſtice 1s ſeen in ir, 

When you give a man roaſt & bear him wich the ſpir 
Which no body,c. 


Another comesin our Blackſmichs way, 

When things are ſafe,as old wives ſay, 

We have them under lock and key, 
Which no body, c. 


Another that's in the Blackſmiths books, 


And only to him for remedy looks, 
Is when a man's quite off the hooks, 


Which no body,&c. 


Another Proverb to him doth belong, 
And therefore ler's do the Blackſmith no wrong, 


When a man's held to it buckle and thong, 


Which no body, &c. 


Another Proverb doth make me laugh, 
Wherein the Blackſmith may challenge half, 
When a Reaſon's as plain as a Pike liaffe, 


Which no body,@&c, 
Thougt: 
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Though your R_ cravel borh near and far, 
And by __—_ ing a good cauſe may mar, 

Yet your Blackſmith cakes more pains at the Rar, 
: Which no body 40 ' 
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Though your Scrivener ſeek to cruſh and to kill, 

By his coungerfeir deed,and chereby doth ill, 

Yer your Blackſmich may forge what he will, 
Which no body, &s. 


Though your bankrupe Cirizens lurk in their holes, 

nd laugh at their Creditors,atd their Carchpoles, 

Yer your Biackſmich can fetch chem over the coals, 
Which no body, c. | 


Though Tockze in the ſtable be never ſo neat 

Tolook to his Nag,andpreſcribe him his mear, 

Yer your Blackſmich knows berrer how togive a heat 
Which no body,e+c. 


If any Taylor have the Itch, 

The Blackſmichs water,as black as pitch, 

Will make his bands go thorough ſtich, 
Which nobody,&c. | 


There's never a ſur, if filth o'r ſmurch her, 

Bur owes tro the Blackſmith for her leacher, 

For without a pair of rongues there's no man will 
Which no body,&c. (rouch her, 


Your roaring boy, who every one Quails, 
Fights, domuneers,ſvw and rayls, 

Could never yer make the Smith eat his Nails, 
; Which no body, &cs | : 
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If a Schollar be in doubr, 

And cannot well bring his matter about, 

The Blackſmith he can hammer ir outs 
Which no body, c. 


Now if to know him you would defire, 

You mult nor ſcorn, but rank him higher, 

For whac he gets, is out of the fire, | 
Which 4 


Now here's a good health to Blackſmichs all, 

Andler it g0 round, as round as a ball ; 

We'll drink-ic all off chough ir coſt us a al, 
Which no body can deny. 


[] "ey x 


The Gypſies 4 Catch, 


Ome'n my dainty Doxies, 
J My Dove,my Darle, my Dear, 
We have neticher meat nor. drank, 
Yet never want good chear ; 
We take nocare for Candle Rents, | 
Welye, we ſear, we ſnortin Tents, 
Come rouſe betimes 
All you that love your dinness, 
Our ſtore now taken 
Wirh Pigs, Hens, and Bacon, 
And that's good mear for ſinners. 


Ar Fairs and Wakes we cuzzen 

Poor Country Folk by the dozen ; 
Some come to disburſes, | 
And ſome to pick purſes ; 
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Wefor want of uſe _ 
We tfteal both hoſe and ſhooes, 
Gilded Spurs with jinghuing Rowels, 
Shir:s or Smocks, Sheets or Towels ; 
Come live with us all you that love your caſe, 
He that's a Giphe may be drunk when he pleaſe, 
We laugh, wequaff, we roar, we ſnuffile 
We drink, we Drab, we cheat, ve ſhuffle, 


—_— a —_— 
——_—__ ——— 


In imitation of Come my Daphne, 4 Dialogue 
betwixt Pluto and Oliver. 


m—_— 


Pluto (7 Ome Imp Royal, come away, 
Into black nighe we will curn bright day. 
Oliver. 'Tis Pluto calls, what would my Syre ? 
Pluto. Come follow to the Stigian fire, 
Where Jreton doth wait to welcome thee in 
Oliver. Werelin bed with Lamberts wife, (Rate. 
I'd quit thoſe joys for ſuch a life, 
Pluto. My Princely Nel make halt, 
For thee we keep a faſt. 
Olrver.In theſe diſmall thades will I 
Unto thee unfold my Villany, 
Plato, In my boſomeT'll chee lay, 
Far « h ſake we'll all keep holyday. ' 


Chorw, We'll rage and roar, and fry in flames, 
And Charles himſelf (hall ſe: 
How damn'dly we agree, 
Yet ſcorn to cninge our Chains 
For his Eternal diety, 
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Fohn aid Font; 


hþ you will give ear, 

And hearken a while whar I ſhall cell, 
I chink I muſt come near, 

Or elſe you cannot hear me well : 

It was a maid, as I heard ſay, 

Thar in her Maſters Chamber lay, 

For matidens mult it not refuſe, 

In Yeomens houſes they it uſe 

In a truckle-bed tolye, 

Crin a bed that ſtands thereby, 

Her Maſter and her Dame 

VVould havethe maid todo the ſame. 


This Maid ſhe conld not ſleep 

VVhen as ſhe heard the bedltead crack, 

When Captain Standiſh tour 

Made his Dame cry out; you hurt my back, 

Fye, ſhe ſaid, you do me wrong, 

You lye ſo fore my breaſt upon, 

Bur you are ſuch anorher man, 

You*d have me do more than Ican ; 

Fie Maſter,then quach honeſt Jeare, 
pray youler my Dame alone; 

Fie, quoth ſhe, what a coyl you keepy 

I cannot take no relt nor ſleep. 


This was enough to make 

A maiden fick and full of pain, 

For ſhe did flingand kick, of 
And fwore ſhe'd tear her fitock in twain 5 


—— 
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But now to let you underſtand, 

They kept a man whoſe name was Johs, 
To whom this Maiden went anon, 
Andunto him ſhe made her moan : 

Tell me 7ohy, tell me the ſame, 

VVhart doth my Maſter to my Dame? 
Tell me John,and do nor lye, 

V'Vhat alles my Dame to ſqueak and cry ? 


Quoth John, your Maſter he 

Doth give your Dame a eel ac night, 
And though ſhe find ſuch faule, 

Itis her only hearts delight : 

And you Fone, for your part, 

You would have one With all your heart ; 
Yes indeed, quoth honeſt Foxe, 
Therefcr2rochee I make my moan ; 
But John,if I may be ſo bold, 
VVhereis there any to be ſold ? 

At London,then quorh honelt John, 
Next Market day I'll bring thee one, 


VVhar 1s the price,quoth Fore, 

If1 ſhould chance to ftand in need ? 
VVhy m_ ſhilling, then quoch Joby, 
For twenty ſhillings you may (peed ; 
The Maid ſhe went unto her Cheſt, 
And ferch'd him ewenty ſhillings juſt : 
Here John, quorh the, here is the Coyn, 
And _ have me in thy mind, 
And,honeſt Fohn, do me no wrong, 

But buy meone thar's ſtiff and ttrong, 
And,honeſt John, out of my tore 

Ill give thee two odd ſhillings more. 
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To 
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To Market then went Johy 

When he had the money in his purſe, 

He domineer'd and ſwore, 

And was as ſtout as any horſe : 

Some he ſpent in Wine and Beer, 

And ſome in Cakes and other good cheer, 
And ſome he carried home again 

To ſerve his urn another tine ; 

O Fohn,quoch ſhe,thou'rr welcome home : 
God-a-mercy, quoth be, gentle Joze ; 

S Bur prethee John, now ler me feel, 

Halt rhou brought me home alteel ? 


Yes that I have, quoth Joh», 

And then he tbok her by the hand, 

Heled her Graight into a room 

V Vhere the could ſee nor Sun nor Moon; 
The door to him he (traight did clap, 

He pur the ſteel into her lap, 

And then the Maid began tofeel, 

Cods foor,quoth ſhe,'tts a goodly feel : 

Buc tel me, John,and do not lye, 

V Vhar make theſe rwo things hang here by ? 
O F-ne,ro ler thee underſtand, 

They're the two odd ſhillings thou purR in my hand, 


— — 


The Power of Wint, 
= poor 1s his Spirit,how loſt is his Name * 


Deceiverth Opinion, and curcels his Fame, 
VVhen as his defien turns neer to their hate, 
*Twixt ſhall T,and thall I ſuſpects cheir own wair, 
Hath trafhickt for honour bur lott the whole frai2ht ; 
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He that's ſtout in the fronc,but nor ſoin the rear, 
Doh forfeit his Fame,and is cowed down by fear, 


A ſmall part of honour to him doth belong, 
Conſults not his glory, bur faints in the throng, 
That fears to embrace whar his Country doth vote, 
And yields up her liberty ro a Red-coatz 

Sure Midſummer is near,and ſome men do doar, 

I like the bold Romans, whoſe tame ever rings, 
That kept in ſubjetion ſuch pitiful things, 


He that will be Bugbear'd is turn'd again Child, 

A Reed than a Scepter is fitter to weild: 

Examine that ſtory, no ſtory you'll tind 

Than ſaving tha (tory that Cat will co kind ; 

The world is deluded, che Commonwealthblind, 
Your falſe tamps of honour proves bur copper mectle 
And Fame ſounds as loud from a tinkers old kettle. 


He that pat hath the Pike, and found Canon-free, 
Mhich ſhews that nocurſe from hisParenrs could be, 
" Had aſoul ſo devout made kiiling a trade, 

And now to retreat at the ſcent of a blade, 

Doth (hey of what mould ourKnight-errant 1s made, 
He char flags in his flight when his ambition ſoars 
Doth ſab his own merir,& gives fame the lye. (high 


Then Cicero-like you gown-men drench cares, 
O'rwhelm'd wich your own & your Countries affairs, 
And Pulpit-men to be as ayty as he; 

Do you but preach Sack up, we'll ne'r diſagree 

That Common-weilth's belt that is the moR free, 
Then frer nor, nor carenor, when the Sack's in out 


Wecan fancy a King up, or fancy him dojn.(crown, 
E The 
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—————— 
D — 


The mad Zealn. 


M I mad,Onoble Feſtus, 
V'Vhen Zeal and godly know!edge 
Have put me 1n hope 
To deal with the Pope, 
As well as the belt in the Colledge ? 
Boldly I preach, hate a Croſs, hate a Surplice, 
Miters,Copes, and Rochets : 
Come hear me pray nine times 2 day, 
And fill your heads with Crocherts, 


In the houſe of pure Emannel 

I had my Education, 

V'Vhere my friends ſurmiſe 

I dazell'd mine eyes 

VVith the light of Revelation, 
Boldly I preach,&c. 


They bound me like a Beldam, 

T hey laſht my four poor quarters; 

V Vhilſt this I endure, 

Faith makes me ſure 

To be one of Foxes Mattyrs, 
Boldly Ipre:ch,&c. 


Theſe injuries I ſuffer 

Through Ancichrfts perſwaſions ; 

Take off this Chain, 

Neither Rome nor Spain 

Can reſilt my ſtrorg invaſions, 
Boldly I preach, c.; 


— 
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Of the beaſts ten horns ( God bleſs us ) 

] have knock'd off three already: 

If they ler me alone, 

I'll leave him none : 


Bur chey ſay I am too heady. 
Boldly Lpreach,&c. 


VVhen I ſack'd the ſeven-hil*d Ciry, 

I mer the great red Dragon. 

I kevt him aloof, 

VVich che armour of proof, 

Though here have never a cag on : 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


With a fiery Sword and Target 

There fought I with chis Montter : 

Bur the ſons of pride 

My zeal deride, 

And all my deeds miſconſter, 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


Iunhors'd che Whore of Babel 

Wich a Lance of Inſpirations : 

I made her ſtink, 

And ſpill her drink 

In the cup.of Abominations, 
Boldly I preach, &co 


I hweſeentwoin a Viſion, . 
With a flying Book between then ; 
I have beenin deſpair 
Five times z year, | 
And cur'd by reading Greenha, 
Boldly I preach,&c. F 
y \ 
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I obſerv'd in Perkins Tables 

The block Lines of Damnacion, 

Thoſe c:00i;ed veins 

Soltuck in ny brains, 

That 1 fear*d my Reprobation, 
Boldly I preach, &-c. 


In the holy tongue of Canaan 

Iplac'd my chiefelt pleaſure, 

TiilI prick*r my foor, 

With an Hebrew root, 

Thar 1 bled beyond all meaſure, 
Boldly I preach,&c. 


I appear'd before th' Archbiſhop, 
And all the High Commiſſion : 
I gave himno Grace, 
Bur rold him ro his face 
That he favour'd Superſtition, 
Boldly 1 preach,hare a Croſs,hate a Strplice, 
Mirers,Copes,and Rect ers : 
Corne hear me pray nine rimes a day, 
And fill your heads with Crotchets, 
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Drank with Love. 


Doar, I doat,hur am a Sor ro ſhew ir, 

I was a very fool to let her know it, 

For nov ſhe doth ſo cunning grow, 

And proves a friend worſe than afoe, 

She will not hold me falt, norler me go : 
She tells me I cannot forſake her, 
Then ſtraight I endeavour to feave her, 
But.tp make me ſtay chrows a kiſs in my way, 
O than I could tarry for ever. 

Thus I retire, ſalute, and fit down by her, 

There do l fry in froſt,and freeze in hire ; 

Now nectar from hec lips I ſup, 

And though I cannot drink all up, 

Yer I am fox'd with kiſſing of the Cup : 
For her lips are two brimmers of Clarrer, 

. Where firſt I begin to milcarry, ; 
Her brealts of delight are two bottles of Wlte, | 
And her eyes are tio cups of Canary, | | 


Drunk, as Ilive,deaddrunk beyond reprieve, | 
For all my ſecrers dri';ble through a live ; 
Abour my neck her arms ſhe l1yeth, 
Now all is Goſpel that ſhe ſaith, bo. 
Which I lay hold on with my fudled faith ; 

I find a fond Lover's a Drunkard, 

And dangerous is when he flies our, 

With hips,an4 with lips, with black eyes & white 

Blind Cyp:d ſure tipled his eyes our. (thighs 
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She bids meriſe, rells me I muſt be wiſe, 
Like her,for ſhe's not tn love ſhe cries ; 
This makes me fret,and fling,anJ throw, 
Shall t be fetrered to ry foe? 
I begin ro run, but cannot go ; 
I prethee, ſweer, uſe me more kindly, 
You were better co hold me faſt, 
If you once diſengage your Bird from his cage, 
Believe it be'll leave yau ar laſt. 


Like Sor I Gir,that fill*d the Town wich wit, 
Bur nov confeſs I have moſt need of it; 
T have been fox'd with Duck and Deer 
Above a quarter of a year, 
Beyond the cure of fleeping, or ſmall beer ; 
/ think I can number the Months too, 
fuly, Auguſt September Oftcber, 
'Thus goes my account,a miſchief light on'r, 
Bur ſure I ſhall go when I'm ſober. 


My legsare lam'd, my courage 1s quite tam'd, 

My her and all my body is enflam'd, 

; As by experience I can prove, 

And ſwear by all the Powers above, 

PTis better to be drunk with wing than love : 

For 'ris Sack makes ns merry and witty, 

Our forehe1ds with Jewels adorning, 
Although we do grope, yet there's ſame hope 
That a man may be ſober next morning, 


Thus, with command,ſhe throws me from ber hand, 
And bids me go, yer knows I cannot land; 
4 reaſure all the ground by trips, 
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Was ever Sot ſo drunk with fips, 

Or can a man be overſeen with lips ? 
I pray Madam fickle be faithful, 
And leave off your damnable dowging, 
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Then do nor deceive me, eithez love me or leave 


Or let me go home to my lodging, 


I have too mnch,and yer my folly is ſuch, 
I cannot hold,but muſt have t'other touch ; 
Here's a health to the King : how now ? 
I'm drunk, and ſpeak crezſon I vow, 
Lovers and Fools ſay any thing you know 
I fear I have tired your patience, 
Bur I'm ſure 'cis I have the wrong on'r, 
My wits are berefc,and all 1 have lefc 
Is ſcarce enough to make a Song on >; 
My Miſtris and I ſhall never comply, 
And there*s the ſhort and the longon'e. 


(me, 


—— 


A Preſent to a Lady. 


For I do here preſent you 
VVith a token Love hath ſent you ; 
*Tisa thing to ſport and play with, 
Such another pretcy rhing 

For ro paſs the time away with ; 
Pre:tier ſport was never ſeen; 


Name Iwill not, nor defineir, 
Sure Iam you may devine it : 
By thoſe modelt looks I gueſs ir, 
And thoſe eyes ſo full of fire, 
ThatI need no more expreſs ir, 
But leave your fancies ro admire. 
E 4 
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Yr as much of ir be ſpoken 

In the praiſe of this love-token : 
'Tis aWaſh that f aſſeth 

For the clern(ing WE your blood, 
All the Saints may bleſs your faces, 
Yet not do you ſo much good. 


Were you n<'; ſo melancholly, 

It will make you blithe and jolly ; 
Go no more, no mote admiring, 
When jou feel your ſpleen's amiſs, 
For all he d:1nks of Steel and Iron 
Neve: cid ſuch cures as this. 


It w1s born in th* Iſle of Man, 
Ven nurſs*d it with her hand, 

She puffed it up with milk and pap, 
And hull'd it in her wanton lap, 

So ever (ince this Monſter can 

In no place elſe with pleaſure ſtand, 


Coll;ſus like, between tivo Rocks, 


I have ſeen him ſtand and ſhake his locks, 


And when I kave heard the names 
Of the ſiveer Saterian Dames, 

O he's a Champion for a Queen, 
*1s pity bur he ſhould be ſeen. 


Nature, that made him, was ſo wiſe 
Asto give him neither tongue nor eyes, 
Suppoſing he was born to be 

The Inſtrument of Jealouſie, 

Yer hecan, as Poets feign, 

Cure a Ladies love-bck brain. 


He 
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He was the firſt thar did betray , 
To morral eyes the milky way ; 

He is that Protexs cunning Ape 

Thar will beger you any ſhape ; 

Give him bur leave to at his part, 
And he'll revive your ſaddeſt hearr, 


Though he want legs, yet he can ſtand 
With the leaſt rouch of your ſoft hand ; 
And though,like Cxp14, he be blind, 
There's never a hole but hecan find; 
If by all this you do not know it, 

Pray Ladies give me leave to ſhew it, 


m— _— 


A Combate of Cocks. 


(5 O you tame Gallants,you that have the name, 
And would accoumed be Cocks of the Game, 
T hat have brave fpurs to ſhew for t,and can crow, 
And count all dunghill breed that cannot ſhew 
Swch painted Plumes as yours ; that think no vice, 
with Cock:like luſt to tread your Cockarrice : 
T hough Peacochs Wood-cocks, Weather- cocks you be, 
If y are m fighting-cocks, y' are not for me : 
I of two feather d ('ombatants will wrue, 

e that to th' life mears to expreſs the fight, 
Muſt make his ink o'th' bloud which = did (Þill, 
And from their dying wings borrow hu quill. 


N2 ſooner were the doubtful people ſer, 

The matches made,and all chat would had ber, 

But ſtraight the skilful Judges of the Play, 

Bring forth their ſharp-heel'd Warriours,and they 
Were 
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Were both in linnen bags,as if 'ryere meet, 
Beforethey dy'd to have their winding-theer. 
With chat in th' pic they are pat,and when they were 
Both on their fer, the Norfolk Chanticleere 
Looks (toutly at his ne'r-before ſen foe, 

And like a Challenger begins to crow, 

And fhakes his wings,as it he would diſplay 

His warlike Colours,which were black and gray : 
Meantime the wary Wabich walks and breaths 
His ative bodyyand in fury wreaths 

His comely crettand often looking down, 

He whets his angry beak upon the ground : 
With that they meet, no: like that coward breed 
Of ſop,thar can berter fighr than feed. 

They ſcorn the dung-hill,'t1s their only prize, 
To dig for Pearl within each others eyes : 

They tight ſo lorig, that it Was hatd to know 

To th' skilful, whecher they did fight or no, 

Had not the bloud which died the fatall floor 
Born witneſs of it ; yet they fight che more, 

As if each wound were bur a ſpur to prick 

Their fury forward : lightning s not more quick 
Nor red than were their eyes : 'twas hard toknow 
Whether it was bloud or anger made them ſo : 
And ſure they had been our,had they nor ood 
More ſafe by being fenced in by blood. 
Yer ſtill chey Farm, an now ( alas ) at length, 
Alchough cheir courage be full cried,cheir ſtrength 
And bloud began toebbe ; you that have ſeen 

A water-combat on the Sea, between 

Two roaring gry boyling billows, how 
They march,and meet, and daſh their curled browg 
Swelling like graves, as if they did intend 
T* intomb-ach other, ere the quarrel end : 

Bur 
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But when the wind is down, and bluſtring weather, 
They are made friends,and fiyectly run together, 
May think theſe Champions ſuch , cheir combs grow 
And they that lerpt even noyw,now ſcarce can go:(low 
Their wings Which lately at each Wow they clape 
(As if they did ap theaiſalves ) now flapr. 
And having lolt the advantage of the heel, 
Drunk with each orhers bloud they enlyreel. 
From either eyes ſuch drops of bloud did fall, 
As if they wept them forch&@r Funeral, 
And yet they would faih fight, they come ſo near, 
As if they meant into each others car 
To whiſper death ; and when they cannor riſe, 
Ticy lie and look blows wi each others eyes. 

But now the Tragick part after rhefight, 
When Norfolk, Cock had gotthe hell of it, 
And Wubich lay a dying,ſo that none, 
Though ſober,bur mighe venture ſeven to ONE, 
Contraing(like a dying Taper ) all 
His force,as meaning With that blow ro fallyF '! 
He ſtruggles up, and bavingtaken wind, 
Ventures a blow;and firikes rhe other blind; 
And now poor Norfo/h having lok his eyes, 
Fights only guided by th' Antipathies : *' 

ith him ( alas )) the Proverb holds noc rrue, 
The blows his eyes ne'r ſee, his heart molt rue. 
Ar length by chance, he ſtumbling on his foe, 
Nor having any power to ſtrike a blow, 
He falls upon him with a wounded head, 
Ang makes his conquered wings his Feather-bed : 
Where lying ſick, his friends were very chary 
Of him, and fercht in haſte an Apothecary; | 
Bur all iy vain, his body did ſo blifter, if 
That *rwas uncapable of any gliſter, 1 
Where- 
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Wherefore at length,opening his fainting bill, 
He call 'd a Scrivener,and thus made his Will. 


Nprimis, Let it never be forgot, 
My body freely 1 bequeath to th? ps 
Decently to be boyl'd, and for its tomb, 
Let it be buried mn ſome hungry womb. 
Item, E xecmtors 1 will bave none, 
But he that on my ſide laid ſeven to one : 
And like a Gentleman that he may live, 
To him and to bu heirs my comb 1 grve ; 
_— with my brams,that all may know, 
T hat oftentimes hifbYain did uſe to crow. 
Item, It # my Will to the weaker ones, 
Whoſe wives complain of them, 1 give my ſtones ; © © 
To hins that's dull, 1 do my fpurs impart, 
Hnd to the Comard, 1 bequeath my heart : 
To Ladies that are light, it u my will, 
My feathers ſhould be gru'n ; and for my bith, 
Td give'ta Taylor, but it ts ſo ſhort, 
That Im afraid el rather curſe me for't : 
Ard for the Apothecaries fee, who meaxt 
To give me a Glifter,let my Rump be ſent. 
Laftly, becauſe 1 feel my life decay, 
1 jield, and give ro Wisbich Cock the day. 
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Wikis 


_ 


Full forty times over, 


FE ULL forty times over I have ſtrivedto win, 
Full forty times over repulſed have been, 
Buc tris forty to one bur T'll rempt her agen 3 
For he's a dull Lover 
That ſo will give over, 
Since thus runs the ſport, 
Since thus runs the ſport, 
Aflaulr her but often, and you carry the Fort, 
Since thus runs the ſport, 
Aſſault her bur ofren,and you carry the Forr. tbe 
en 
There's a breach ready made, which till open hath 
With thouſands of choughts to betray it within, 
If you once bur approach you are ſure to get in, 
Then ſtand not off coldly, 
Bur venter on boldly, 
With weapon in hand, 
With weapon in hand, 
If you once bur approach, ſhe's not able to (tand, 
With weapon in hand : 
If you once bur approach,(he's not able to ſtand, 


Some Lady-birds when down before them you fir, 

Will think to repulſe you with Fire-balls of wit, 

Bur alas they*c bur crackers, and ſeldome do hir ; 

Then vanquiſh them aftec 

With alarms of laughcer, 

Their Forces being broke, 

Their Forces being broke, 

And the fre quire our,you may vanquiſh in _ 
eit 
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Their Forces being broke : 


And the fire quice our, you may vanquiſh in ſmoak. 


With pride & with ate,ſome out-works they make, 
And with Volleys of frowns drive che enemy back : 
If you mind her diſcreetly ſhe's eafie to rake, 
Then co ir, ne*c fear her, 
Bur boldly come near her, 
By warking about, 
By working about : 
If you once bur approach,ſhe can ne'r hold it our, 
By working abour, 
If you once bur approagg,ſhe can ne*c hold it out. 


Some Ladies with bluſhes and modeſty fighr, 

And with their ow: fears the rude foe do affrighe, 

Bur chey'r eas'ly ſurpriz'd if you come in the night : 
Then this you mult drive ar, 
To pattey 1n private, 

And then they're o 'rthrown, 

And then they'r o'rthrown, 

If yon promiſe them farely, they'l ſoon be your own, 
And then they'r o'rthrown, 

If you promiſe them fairly,they'l ſoon be your own. 


— —— 


The Anſwer, 


FJ Elis a fond Lover that doateth on ſcorn, 
Who Fortunes negleRs hath patiently born: 
He's proud of abuſes,ife'r he return 
To prove a fond Lover ; 
His wic he'll diſcover, 
By {triving to win 2 
A Fort, where old forces negkeRed have been. X 
or 
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For when a fort we defend from the foe, 
We traytors impriſon ; they ne'r come below ; 
And her fort is defended by anſwering, No, 
If this will nor do it, 
Diſdain added to it, 
Your weapon Will fall ; 
Alchough you approach,you'l nor. enter ar all, 


They are Lady-birds ſure,theſe lovers intend, 
Whuch cannot with wit ſuch a fortreſs defend, 
Whilſt Hetors their ſquibs &rheir crackers do ſpend} 
And vainly come after, 
To conquer with laughter : 
For ſhe hath no wir, 
Thar ſpends all her fire in the ſmoak robe hix, 


Where a Forr hath no irengrh bur fuch as is made 
By pride and by ſtate,ſuch,a foe may invade ; 
For theſe are defences for thoſe of the rrade. 
You men are ſo witty, | 
Works guard not our City, 
Bur torces within, 
With which we maintain*c,though the our-works yor; 
win. 
Theſe warriours at laſt with our weapons will A ; 
And if we are — they'l come in the night : 
Bur alas they're denied,our vertues xe bright : 
For ſhe that loves honour, 
No parley ere won her, 
To yield up her pow'r, 
For a few flact'ring words,andtheſport of an hour. 


Love 
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—_ —————— 


, Loves Tenement, 


L- 
I: any one do want a houſe, 
Prince,Duke,Eatl,Lord,or Squice , 
Or Peaſant, hardly worth a louſe, 
I can fit his deſire : 
I have a Tenement, the which 
I know can fit them all, 
'Tis ſeated near a ſtinking ditch, 
2n call it Cony-hall, 


Ic tands below Bum-Alley, 

A foot of belly-hill ; 

This Tenemenc is to be ta'n 

By whoſoever will : 

For cerm of years,for months,or daies 
Filler this pleaſant bower, 

Nay, rather than a Tengnc want, 

I'll ler it for an houre, 


About it grows a pleaſant wood 

To ſhade you from the Sun ; 

Well watered 'cis,for through the houſe 
A pleafant ftream doth run ; 

If hor, you there may cool you, 

If cold, you there find hear, 

For lictle ir not greateſt is, 

For leaſt *cis not toogrear, 


My tiouſe, indeed, I muſt ſay is dark, 
pBe it by night or day, 

Bur if char you begotten in 
Tou cannot miſs the way ; 


Nne 
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None ever yet within my bouſe 
Did ever weep ot wail, | 
You need nor fear the tenure of 1t, 
For tc 1s held in cayle. 


BurI mult covenant with him 

That takes this Houſe of mine, . 

Either for years,or elſe for months; 

Or for ſone ſhorter time, 

That once a day he waſhir, 

And ſweep it round abour, 

And if that he dofail of this, > 
Pll ſeek a new Tenant our, 


Thus if you like ny Tenement, 
Your houſe-toom ſhall be good, 
Of ſuch a temper as you (hall 
Need barn neither Cole or wood : 
For be it cold,or be it hor, 

To ſpeak Idare be bold, 

Aslong as you keep your noſe within dores 
You never (hall be a cold. 
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In praiſe of Sack. 


Omefaith ler's frolick,fil! ſame Sack, 
For then we ſhall nor lack 
Food for the helly, nor phyſick for che back, 
This Beer breeds the Collick,ler us ſpread 
Our Cheeks with Royal Red, 
And then we'll fing,hey toſs the devil's dead, 


To FaQtion we never more will bow che knee : 
Grex Brita ns facein fu. h *twas longiof thee: 
F 


You! 
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You may ſee what Madam England hath been at 
' When we behold her Noſe is taln ſo flat. 


To Wine we'll brld a Shrine, 
AnJan Altar divine, 
High as the fign, where thy red noſe and mine 
Like Tapers ſhall ſhine: : 
Then ler's drink for the Bers, 'us the loſer rhat gets, 
In ſpighr of their threats,and our Creditors nets, 
We'll drink off our debts, 
Where he thar's dead drunk,ſhall be 
Lud out in (tate,as well as he 
Whoſe dignicy the only objeRts be 
Of new ldolatry, 
We'll guard hiz-corpſe like a Bride 
To thegrave-f{ide, ſo copious and wide, 
With as much pride as he that lately dyed,' 
The Railing ſer aſide, 


Fifty red-faces free,ſhall his Torch-beares be ; 

Six maudlin Maurners lis Coffin ſhall carry, 

There we will tipple f:ee unto the memory 

Of our fraternity drown'd in Canary : 

In the Devil-Tavern we co:nmonly will ſhew him, 
We'll bury him from the devil, 
O.hers faic men to him. 


W-'ll be blyrhe and trimmer, 
We'll have Mulick to 
Jews-harp, rongues,and skimmer, 
Thy Cup=—— my Cup— 
Bar-boy fill the other brimmer, 
Fly cup ltrike up 


there boy, 


Till our eyes do grow dunmer, 
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Money ſhall be ſpenc in Bays, 
Every pen ſhall venc a praiſe, 
And a monument we'tl raiſe 
Over his bones. 
Waere his Epicaph ſhall be, 
Thar he dyed in Loyalty, 
Never gain*d by Cruel:y, 
Kingdoms,nor Crowns. 
That he nevec lived by injury, 
Nor confounded men for forgery, 
Neither put a prop of Perjury 
Under his thrones ; 
Thar although he drank his Cares away, 
And fometimes his Loyal fears away, 
Yer he never drank che tears away 
Ot Orphans Groans. 


Thus he ſhall be both frollick and free, 
_ Who's kindly kill'd with Canary, 

Wichred and whire,or other delight, 

It nippling makes him miſcarry, 
Provided he a Bachanel be, 

And ſcorns to admit of aparley 
Wirh Ale or Beer,or other ſuch geer, 

Pollured with Hop or with Barley, 
Good Wine doth ring,like Prieſt and King, 

Bur *tis Alethar looks like a Lay-man, 
Then for the Vineyard drav your Whynyard/ 
The Devill go wich the Dray-man, 
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4 Maidenhead, 


VV is that you call a Maidephend ? 
A thing oft ſmorhered in a bed, 
Which ſome have now, which all have had, 
Which freely given it makes one ſad. 


"Tis got for nought with little pain ; 

"Tis kept, bur lolt,not got again z 5 
"Tis that you call a Maidenhead, 

By proving quick 'ris ever dead. 


A lump which Laſſes bear about 

Till putting in doth pur it out ; 

A heib it is which proves a weed 
When firſt the husk doth bear a Seed. 


It's that a Maidenhead we call, 

A thing by Nanding made tofall; 

It 1s a M. 1denehead, ſry we, 

T hat 15 kept by holaing cloſe the knee. 


Which youths were often uſed to !urch, 
Which Brides do ſe!dom bear ro Church ; . 
At fifteen rarc, at eighteen ſtrange, 

Which either loſe when rwo do change. 


That fit's when Maicens begin to reak, 
When ere it parts, 1t makes them ſqueak , 
And being gone,chey ſtraight repent ; 
This by a Maidenhead 1s meant. 
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La 


The Night encounter. 


V Hen Phebus had dreit his courſe to the 
(Welt 


To take up his reſt below, 
And Cynthia agreed in her glittering weed 
Her light in his ſtead to beliow : 
I walking alone, attended by none, 
I ſuddenly heard one cry, 
O donor,do not kill me yet, 
Fo: I am not prepared to dye, 


Ar length I drew near to ſeeand to hear, 
And ſtraight did appear a ſhew, 
The Moon was ſo bright I ſaw ſuch a fight 
It's fir no Wight ſhould it know : 
A man and a maid together were laid, 
And ever ſhe ſaid, nay fie, 

O do not, &c- 


The Youth was ſo rough be pull'd up her tuff, 
And toblindman-buff he did go, 
Though (ill ſhe did lye,yer ill ſhe did cry, 
And put him but by with a no 
But he was ſo trong,and ſhe was ſo young, 
That ſhe reſted a while for to cry, 

O do not. &c. 


Thus ſtriving in vain, well pleaſed again, 

She vowed to remain his foe, 

She kept ſuch a coyl when he gave her che foyl, 
The greater the broyl did grow; 
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For he was prepared, and did nor reed 
Her words when he heard her cry, 
Odo not,&c. 


He ſaid to the Maid, Swezt be not afcaid, 
The Phyſician I will be 
If Ilight in the hole that pleaſerh me beſt 

I'll give thee thy Phylick free ; 
He? went tO it again, and hit in the Vein 
Where all her wholegrief didlye ; 
_ Okill mekill me once again, 

For I am prepared to dye. 


Ar length he gave o'r,and ſuddenly ſore, 
He'd kill her no more that night, 
He bid her adieu,for certain he knew 
She wou*d rempt him to more delight : 
Burt when they did parc it went to her heart, 
For ar length he had taught her to cry, 

O kill me;kill me once agatn, 

For nov I am prepared to dye. 


—— —_ 


p—_—— 


The Protetting Brewer. 


Brewer may be a Burgeſs grave, | 
And carry the matter 10 fne and ſo brave, 
Thr he the hetter may play the knave, 
Which no boy can deny, 


A Brewer may bea Parliament-man, 
For there the knuvery firſt began, 

And br2w moſt cunning Plors he can, 
Which no boty,O'cs 


1 tad 


A Brewer may put on a Nadal face, 

And march to the wars with ſuch a grace, 

That he may get a Captains place, 
Which no body,@c. 


A Brewer may ſpeak ſo monſtrous well, 
That he may raiſe range things totell, 
And ſo to be made a Colonel, 

Which no body,&c. 


A Brewer may make his foes to flee, 

And raiſe his fortunes,ſo that he 

Lieutenant-General may be,, 
Which no bodyy&c. 


A Brewer he may be all in all, 
And raiſe his powers both great and ſmll, 
Thar he may be a Lord General, 

Which no body, &c. 


A Brewer may be like a Fox in a Cub, 

And teach a Lecture out of a Tub, 

And give the wicked world a rub, 
Which no body,&c. 


A Brewer by's Excize and Rate, 

Will promiſe his Army he knows what, 

And ſet it upon the Colledge-gate, 
Which no body,&c. 


Mechinks I hear one ſay to me, 

Pray why may nor a Brewer be, 

Lord-Chancellour o*ch* Univerſity, 
Which no body, &c. 
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A Brevjer may be as bold as a HeRor, 

When he has drunk off his cup of NeQar, 

And a Brewer may be a Lord Protector, 
Which no body,&c. 


Now here remains the ſtrangeſt thing, 

How this Brewer abour As liquor doch bring, 

To be an Emperour,or a King, | 
Which no body,&c, 


A Brewer may do what he will 

Rob the Church and Srate,to ſell 

His ſoul unto the devil of h-ll, 
Which no body can deny. 


—  ——— — 


Cromwel's Coronation, 


Livir,Oliver, take up thy Crown, 
' For now-thou haſt made three Kingdoms thine 
Call thee a Conclave of thy own creation, (own ; 
To rice us to ruine,\vho Yare chee oppoſe : 
Whiltt we thy good people are at thy devorion, 
Tofall down and worſhip thy terrible Noſe. 


To thee and thy Mermydons,O/;ver, we, 
Do render qur homage as firs thy degree, 

We'll pry thee Exhze and Taxes, God bleſs us, 
With fear and contricion, as penitents ſhould, 

Whilſt you,great firs, vouctifafe ro oppreſs us, 
Not daring ſo much as in privaceto ſcold, 


We bow down,as 6ow'd down, to thee & thy ſword. 
* For nov thou haſt madethy ſelf Ex2lndrdfole Lord, 
At ms By 
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"By Mandare of Scriprure,and heavenly warrant, 

The Oath of Allegiance,and Covenant too 

To Charles and his kingdoms thou art Heir apparent, 
And born to rule over the Turk and the Jew, 


Then Oliver,Oliver, get upand ride, 
Whilſt Lords,Knighrs,8Gentry do run by thy fie 
The Maulfters and Brewers account it their glory, 
Great god of the Grain-tub's compared to thee : 
All Rebels of old areloſt in cheir ftory, 
Till chou ploa*Rt along tothe Paddzagron-rree. 


— 
es 


The Drunkerd. 


Hen I do travel in the night 
Tre Brewers dog my brains do byre, 
M, heart grows heavy, and my heels grow light, 
AndI like my humour well,well, 
AndI like my humour well. 


When wich upſie freeze I line my head, 

My Hoſtis Sellar is my bed, 

The Worlds our own,and the devil is dead, 
AndI like,&c. 


Then I'll he ralking of matters of Court, 
Abaur the raking of ſome Forr, . 
And Vl ſwear a lye is true report, 

And] like,&c, - 


Then T'll be talking of matters of State, 
; Of News from the Pallatmare, 
What Princesare confederate, 
AndI like, &c. It 
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If my hoſteſs bids me pay my ſcore, 

And Rand if I can,and call her whore, 

I reell and cumble out of her doore, 
And T like, &c. 


That I came from rhe War,I roar and {wear 

I made a fellow ce for fear, 

How many I killed that I never came near, 
And I hike, c. 


If I chanceto meet wich a Taylors Stall, 
And the ſtones with my noſe with fighting fall, 
We kiſs and are friends, and ſo there*s all, 

AndlI like, &c. 


With an Indian Chimney in my hand, 

Having a Boy ar my command, 

Like a brave Commander up I ſtand, 
AndI like,cc. 


Then I juſtle with every poſt I meer, 

T kick the dunghils about the ftreer, 

I crample the kennels about my feet, 
And1 like,&c. 


The Conſtable I curſe and ban, 

That bids mettand if I bea man, 

I cell him he bids me do more than I can, 
And TIlike.&c. 


If Tfall co the ground,and the watchmen ſee, 
And ask of me, if I foxed be ? 

1 cell them "tis my humulity, 

AndIlike,&&. 
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Then home I go, and my Wife doth skold, 
She bawls the more I bid her hold, 
It is my patience makes her bold, 

And I like, c. 


T5 


Then Igrope to bed,bur miſs the way, 
Forget me where my Cloaths I lay, 
I call for drink by break of day, 

AndT like my humour. 


—_— 


Song of Sir Eglamore. 
Ir Eglameregthat valiant Pn 
Ja, 


He put on his Sword, and he went to fighc 
And as he rid o'r hill and dale, 
All armed,and in his Coar of Male, 
Fa,la,la,la,fa,la,la,lalla las 


There ſtarts a huge Dragon out of his Den, fa,la, 


Which had kill 'd I know nor how many men, fa,la, 


But when he ſee Sir E glamore, 
If you had bur heard how the Dragon did roar, 
Fa,laila,&c. 


This Dragon he had a plaguy hard hide,fa,la,la, 

Which could the tirongeſt Reel abide,fa,la,la, 

He could notenter him with cuts, 

Which vex'd the Knight co his heart bloud and guts, 
Fala,la,z&e. 


All the trees in the wood did ſhake, Fa,la,la, 
Horſes did cremþle,and man did quake, Fa,layla, 
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The birds betook them to their peeping, 
*Tould have made a mans heart to fall a weeping, 
Fa,la,la- 


But now 1t Was no time to fear,fa,la,la. 

For it was time to fight Dog,fight Bear, fayla,la, 

Bur as the Dragon yawning did fal, 

He thruſt his Sword down hilts and all, 
Fa,la,la. 


Por as the Knight in Choller did burn,fa,la,[1, 
He ought the Dragon a ſhrewd good turn,fa,la,la, 
In at his mouth his ſword he ſent, 
The hilr appeared at his fundamentr, 

Fa,la,la. 


Then the Dragon,like a Coward,began to flee,fa ” 
Into his Den chat was bard by,fa,la,la, 
There he laid him down and roat'd, 
The Knight was ſorry for his word, 
Fayla,la, 


The Sword it was a right good blade,fa,la,la, 

As ever Turk or Spaniard made, fa,la,la, 

I,for my parr,doforſake ir, 

He that will fetch ir, ler him take it, 
Fa,la,la, 


When all was done, to the Alehouſe he went,fa,la, 
And preſently his ewopence he ſpent,fa,la,la, 
He was ſo hot with tugging with the Dragon, 


That nothing would ſquench him bur a whole flagon, 


Fa,la,la, 


Well, 
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Well,now let us pray for the King and Queen, fa, la, 

And eke in London there may be ſeen,fa,la,la, 

As many Knights,and as many more, 

And all as good as Sir Eglamore, 
Fa,la,layla,fa,la,layla, lala la. 


=? 


The Rump. 
IF none be offended with the Sent, 
Though I foul my mouth,1I'll be conrenr, 


To fing of the Rump of a Parliament, 
Which no body can deny, 


I have ſometimes fed on a Rump in Souſe, 

And a man may imagine the Rump of a Louſe; 

But till now was ne'r heard of che Rump of a houſe, 
Which no body,@c. 


There's a rump of beef,and the rump of a gooſe, 

And a rump whoſe neck was hang'd in a nooſe 

But outs is a Rump can play faſt and looſe, 
Which no body,@c. 


A Rump had 7 axe Shore, and a Rump Meſſaleen, 

And a Rump had Antenes reſolute Queen ; 

Bur ſuch a Rump as ours 1s,never was ſeen, 
Which no body,@c. 


Two ſhore years together we Engliſh have ſcarce 

Been rid of thy rampant Noſe (Old Mars,) 

But now thou haſt gota prodigious Arſe, 
Which no body,&c. 
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When the parts of the body did all fall our, 

Some votes rt is like did paſs for the Snour ; 

Bur chat the Rump ſhould be King was never a doube 
Which no body,@c. 


A Cat has a Rump, and a Cit has nine lives. 

Yer when her heads off, her Rump never ftrives 

Bur our Rump from the grave hath made two Re- 
Which no body, c. ( rrives, 


That the Rump may all cheir enemies quail, 

They'l borrow the Devils Coar of Mayl, 

And all to defend cheir Eſtare tn Tay], 
Which no body, &c. 


Buc though their ſcale now ſeen to be th*upper, (per, 

There's no need of rhe charge of a chankſgiving ſup- 

For if they be che Rump,the Armies their Crupper, 
Which no body,@'c. 


There is a ſaying belongs ro the Rump, 

Which is good although 1t be worn to the ſtamp 

That one the Burcock,1 ll gtve thee a chump, 
Which no body,@c. 


There's a Proverb in which the Rump claims a parr, 
Which hath in it more of Sence than of Arr, 
Thar for all you can do 1 care not afatr, 

' Which no body,cFc. 


There's another Proverb gives the Rumpe for his 

But Aldermen Atkins madeir a feſt, Creſt, 

Thar of all kind of Lucks, ſhitten luck is the belt, 
Which no body,Ge, 
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There's another Proverb that never will fail, 
Thar the good che Rump will do when they prevail, 
Is to give give us a flap with a Fox-tail, 

Whuch no body,& c. 


There is a ſaying, which is made by no fools, 

I never can hear on*c bur.my heart ic cools, 

That the Rump wil ſpend all we have in cloſe-ſtools, 
Which no body, &c. | 


There's an obſervation wiſe and deep, 

Which,withour an Onion, will make me to weep, 

Thar Flies will blow Maggocs in the Rump of 2 
Which no body,@c. lheep, 


And ſome, that can ſee the wood from the trees, 
Say,this ſanRified Rump in time we may leeſe : 


For the Cooks do challenge the rumps for their Fees 


Which no body,&c. 


When the Ramp do fir,we'll make tr our moan, 

That a Reaſon be *naRed,if their be nor one, 

Why a Farc hath a tongue,and a Fieſt hath none, 
Which no body,@'c. 


And whilſt within the walls they lurk, 

To ſatishe us,will be a good work, 

Who hath molt Religion, che Rump or the Turk, 
Which no body, c. | 


A Rump's a Fag-end, like the baulk of a furrow, 

And1s tothe whole like the jail to the burrough, 

'Tis the bran that is lefr when the meal is run tho- 
Which no body, c. ( rough, 
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Conſider the world,the heav'n is the head on'r; 
The earth is the middle,and we men are fed on't, 

| Bur hell is the cump,and no more can be ſaid on'r, 

* Which no body candeny. 


_ 


The Red: coats Triamph, 


Ome Drawer, and fill us about ſome wine, 
AJLer's merrily cipple,the day is our own ; 
We'll have our delights,ler the Country go pine, $ 
Ler the King and che Kingdom groan : 

The Crown 1s our own,and {9 ſhall continue, 
We'll bafle Monarchy quite, 

Well drink of the Kingdoms Revenue, 

And facrificeall to Delight; 

"Tis power thar brings us all co be Kings, 
And we'll all be crown*d by our might, 


A hs for Divinity LeQures,and Lay, 
And all that true Loyalty dopretend ; 
Wewill by the Sword keep the Kingdoms in awe, 
And our Powers ſhall never end ; 
The Churchand the Scare we'll turn intoliquor, 
| Andſpenda whole crown in a day : 
We'll melt all the Bo 'kins the quicker 
Into Sack,and drink them away; 
We'll keep the deneans of the Biſhops and Deans, 
And over the Presbyter ſway, 


Now nimble Saint Parrick.is ſunk in a dog, 

And his Country-men ſadly cry,O hone, O hone; 
Saint Andrew and his Kirkmen are loſt in a fog, 
And how we are the Saints alone ; 
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An Pockie our {tirrop (hall bold, 
The Cites our Mule tor example, 


Whiiit we will in plenty be roul'd ; 
| Each delicite diſh (hall bur eccho our wiſh, 
And our drink ſhall be cordial Gold, 
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Thus on our Equals and Superiours we trample, 


A New years Gift. 
FE Air Lady,for your New-years Gift 


| ſend you here a diſh of fruic : 
Thefirlt (hall be a Popering Pear, 


"Tis all che fruic onerr<e doth bear ; 


Roivie it nor, the juyce, I'doubt, 
*Tis ſo ripe,will all run our ; 
Yoa mult not pare it any whit, 
Bur take ir all in at one bit ; 

If in your mouth a while it lye, 
Ic will melt deliciouſly. 


The next in order doth befall, 

Two handful of great rouncefal ; 
King Pryapmes,that Garden God, 
Made Venus eat it inthe Cod ; 

And fince that ſeed all women ſow, 
Becauſe ic will ſo _—y groWz « 
If pretty Bun the (t1]k devour, 
'Twil up again in half an hour ; 
When once the Bun it doth eipy, 
'Twill mop moſt prectily, 


The next in orcer,you ſhall | ave 
A large Porato, and a brave : 


G 
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It muſt be roafted in the fire 

That Cxpid kindled with defire, 
The roafting it will mickle colt, 
"Twill baſt ir ſelf when it is roaſt ; 
Ic needs no ſugar,nor no ſpice, 
*Twill pleaſe a Srtomack ne*r ſo nice ; 
"Twill make a maid ar Midnight cry, 
Ic comes molt pleaſantly. 


The braveſt thing in all this Land, 

You ſhall have Mars his holly wand : 

A thing that never grew on tree, \ 
"Twill tuch and ſting worſe than a Bee ; 

Bend him nor, perhaps in time 

He may grow up unto fus prime z 

Correct him not too much at fhirit, 

For if you dogrears forth will burlt ; 

When Mars came down to ferch his wand, 

Ir cries, I cannot ſtand. 


EN En I -——_ 


The Bulls Feather, 


T chanc'd not long ago,as I was walking, 

An eccho did bring me where two were a talking: 
*Twas a man ſaid with wife, die had l rather, 
Than co be cornuted,and wear the Bulls feather, 


Then preſently ſhe reply'd, Sweet, art chou jealous ? 

Thou canſt not play YVulcer before I play Venus: 

Thy fancies are fooliſh,ſuch follies rogather : 

The:e's many an honelt man has \vorn the = w 
ther, 


eþ 13d ys Though 
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Though ir be inviſible,ler no man it ſcorn, 

Though it be a new feather made of anold horn, 
He thar diſdains it in heart or mind either 

May be the more ſubject to wear the Bulls Feather, 


He that lives diſcontent, or in deſpait, _ 

And feareth falſe meaſure,becauſe his wife's fair : 

His choughts are inconſtant, much like winter-We:- 
(ther, 

Though one or two wantir, he ſhall have a Feather. 


Bulls Feathers are common as Ergo inSchools, 
And only contemned by thoſe that are fools : 
Why ſhould a Bulls Feather cauſe any untelt,' 
Since neighbours fare alaies is counted the belt ? 


Thoſe women wh#are faireſt,are likely rogive ir ; 
And husbands that have them, are apt to believe it. 
Some men though their wives ſhould ſeen for ro 
(redder, 

They would play the kind neighboyr, and give the 

| ( Bulls feather. 
Why (ſhould we repine that our wives are ſo kind, 
Since we that are. husbands are off che ſatne mind ? 
Shall we give them feathers, 1n.1 think to go free ? 
Beleeve it,beleeve it, that hardly will be. 


For he that difdains.my Bulls feather ro.diy, 

May light of a Laſs chat will play him fcul/play, (cher, 
There's ne'r a proud gallant that treads on Cows lea- 
Bur he may be cornuted, and wear the Bulls feather. 


Though Beer of chat brewing never did drink, 
Yer be not diſpleas'd if I ſpeak what I think, 
GW 2 Scarce 
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Scarce ren in a handred,believe ir, believe it, : 
But either they'l have it,or elſe they will giveit. 


Then letme adviſe all thoſe that do pine, 

For fear that falſe jealouſie ſhorren their time : 
Thar diſeaſe will torment them worſe than any fever: 
Then ler all be contented to wear the buls f-acher. 


Old England turned New. 


—= ralk of New-England, I truly believe 
Old Ergland is grown new, and doth us deceive, 
Pil askyou a queſtion or two,by your leave, 

And is not old Exgland grown new ? 


Where are your old Souldiers with ſlaſhes and skars, 
That never uſed drinking in no rime of wats, 
Nor ſhedding of bloud 1n-mad drunken jars? 

Andis not,&c. 


New Captains are come that never did fight, 

But wich Pors inthe day,and Punks in the Night, 

And all their chief care 1s ro keep their ſwords bright, 
And 1s not,@c. 


Where are your old ſwords, your bils,and your bows, 

Your Bucklers rnd Targets that never feared blows ? 

T hey are turn&) roSteelertoes, with ocher fair ſhes, 
And is not,Cc. 


Where are your o!d Courtiers,that uſed to ride 

With forty blew-coars and foormen beſide ? 

They are turned to fix horſes a coach with a guide, 
And 1s not,Cc. And 
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And what is become of your old faſhion Cloaths, 

Your long-fided breeches,and your trunk hoſe ? 

They are turned to new faſhions, bur whar, the Lord 
Andis nor,&c. (knows, 


Your Gallant and his Taylor ſome half year together, 
To fit a new ſuit co a new hat and feather, 
Of Gold, or of Silver,ſilk,cloarh,ſuff, or leather, 
And is not,@c. 
(locks, 


We have new faſhion'd beards, and-new faſhion'd 

And new faſhion'd hats for your new pated blocks, 

And more new diſeaſes beſides the French pox, 
And is not,@c. 


New houſes are builr,and the old ones pull'd down, 

Uncill the new houſes ſell all the old ground, 

And then the kouſe ftands like a horſe in the pound, 
And is not,@&c. 


New faſhions in houſes,new faſhions at table, 
The old ſervants diſcharged, the neiv are more able, 
And every old cultome1s bur an old fable, 

And 1s not,C&'c. 


New trickings.new gomgs,new meaſures,new paces, 

New heads for your Win-For your women new faces, 

And twenty new tricks to mend their bad caſes, 
And is not,&c. 7 


New ericks inthe Law,new tricks in the hold, 

New bodies they have, they look for new ſouls 

When the money is paid for building old Pauls, 
Andisnor,&-c, 
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Then talk you no more of New-Eng!and, 
New-England is where Old England did Rtan4, 


New furniſh'd, new faſhion'd, new woman'd, new 
Andis not Old Emg/andgrown New, (man'd: 


A merry Song. 


Ome Drawer, turn about the bowle 
Tiil every ſoul has made a ſcrowle 
"- Aslong as his arm : 
Again,my boy, be filling ill 
Till every will has had his fill, 
' *'Twill keep us from harm : 
For he that is copious,and doth freight with Sack, 
Has the world at will,and co:h nothing lack ; 
He's richeit then can drink off a Tun, 
The bravelt men thar are under the Sun ; 
Now the world 1s ſo giddy,that it ſc1rce knows 
To ſmell our the truth now it has loſt irs noſe : 
Thar has left behind a piriſul caſe, 
It ſmels,you't find, in every place. 


Then fince he is happiel? char drinks the trot, 
Joy,c2!l mine Hoſt,that honelt colt, 

He (hall have his ſhare 
For interelt we'll give him drink, 
Now wine is chink, et let him think 

Our dealinFis (aire ; 
For I'll maintain his reckoning's good, 
Thopgtre had drunk on tick fince Noah's flood , 
[1 clear ic all in Platoes year, 
ou'l hear we ſhall be Cares there : 
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Then he's an aſs will ſpare for Chalk 
To purchaſe Sack ; what e'r you talk, 
He's not great ,nor rich,nor wiſe, 

Anerrant Cheat does Wine deſpiſe, 


A Scotuth Covenant we'll rake 
To burn at ſtake,if not forſake 

Theold herefie 
Of bowzing to a petticoat, 
If healchs of note we could not vote 

Paſt any ſhe, 
They are but blazes,and ſoon ate gone, 
Fine crifles for us to play upon ; 
When we have nought,or little to do, 
We'll have 'um broughr,and rickle *um too : 
Mean time let us drink a catrouſe to thoſe 
Who are neither the French nor the Spaniards foes, 
For all our creaſure is there in their Mines, 
There's no pleaſure here butin their wines, 


— 


The Contented. 


P Ray,wvhy ſhould any man complain, 
Or why diRurb his breaſt or brain 

Art this new alteration ? 

Since that which has been done's no more 
Than what has oft been done before, 
And that which will be done again, 
As long as there are ambitious men, 

That ſtrive for domination. 


In this mad 20e there's nothing firm, 
All things have petiod,and their rerm, 
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Their riſe and declinations ; 

Thoſe gaudy nothings we admire, 

Which get above and ſhine like fire, 

Are empty vapours raiſed from ground, 

Their mock-ſhine paſt their quickly down, 
Mult fall lize exhalation, 


Bur (till we Commons muſt be made 

A guwll'd,a lame, thin hackney Jade, 

And all by turns will ride us ; 

This fde,or that, no marter which, 

For bor h do ride wichſpur and ſwitch, 

Till we are nired,and then ar laſt 
2ſtumble,ind our riders caft, 
*Cauſe they'd nor feed nor,guide us. 


The inſulting Clergy quite miſtook, 
Thinking that Kingdoms paſt by book, 
Or Crowns were got by prating ; 
*Tis not the black coat , bw the red, 
Has power to make, or be the head ; 
Nor 1s 1t oaths,nor wards,nar tcars, 
Bur Muſquets and full B1ndeleers 
Have power of legiſlating. 


The Lawyers mult lay by their books, 

And ſtudy Afonck, much more than Cookes; 

The Sword 1s the Learned Pleader, 

Reporrs and Judginents will nor do 'r, 

Bur 'u1s Dragoons and Horſe and Foo ; 

Words are but wind, bur Swords come home, 

A ſtout rongued L:wyer is but a mome,{ 
Compared to a ſtout fije-leader, 
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Such wir and valour root all things, 
= down,and they ſet ap Kings, 
All Law is in thzir boſoms ; 

That fide is alwaies right that's ſirong, 
And that chat's beaten mult be wrong : 
And he that thinks it is not ſo, 


Unleſs he's ſure to beat *um too, TY 
He's but a fool to oppoſe 'um, a 


Ler them impoſe raxes and rates, - 
*T1s but on them that have eſtares, 
Not ſuch as thou and I are: 
Bur ir concerns thoſe worldlings which 
Ac leaſt are made,or elſe grow rich, LOTS 
Such as have fludied all their daies | 
The ſaving and the thriving waies, 
Tobe the Mules of power. 


If they*l reform the Church or State, Wh; 
W-<*l ne'r be troubled much therear : | 
Ler each man take his opinio", | | 
If wedon't like the Church, you know 
Taverns are free, and there we ll go ; Va * 
And if every one will be 1 
As clearly unconcern'd as we, 
They'l ne' fight for domination. 


art 0 


C DCECONC 


9O 


— wm I 


Es A ———— 


— 


The Indifferent. 


VVY# an Aſs 1s he 

Waits a womans leiſure 
For a minutes pleaſure, 

And perhaps may be 

Gull'd at laſt, and loſe her, 

Whar an aſs is he ? 


Shall I figh and die 
*Cauſe a maid denies me, 
And that ſhe may try me, 

Suffer patiently ? 
Ono ! Fate ſhall rye me 
To ſuch cruelty. 


Love is all my life, 
Forit keeps me doing : 
Yer my love and WOGing 
Is not for a Wife : 

Ic is good eſchewing 
Warrcing, cate, and [trife. 


Whar need I tocare 
For a womans favour ? 
If another have her, 


VViewke ms deſpait, 
VVhen for 2old and labour 


I can have my ſhare. 


If I fancy one, 
And that one do love me, 
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| Yet deny to prove me, 
Farewel,] am gone. 
She can never move me, 
Farewel,l am gone. 
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If I chance to ſee 

One that's brown, I love her, 
Till I ſee another 

That is browner than ſhe, 
For I am a lover 

Of my liberty. 


Every day I change, 

And at once love many, 
Yet not tied to any, 

For I love to range, 

And if one ſhould tay me, 
I ſhould rhink it irange. 


What though ſhe be old, 
So that the have riches, 
Youth and Form bewitches, 
Bur *tis ſtore of Gold 
Cures laſcivious irches, 

So the Criticks hold. 


A Weſt-country Mans Pajage t0 New- England: 


Y Maſters give audience, and liften to me, 
And freight che will cell you where che have 


Che have beenin New-England,but now cham come 
ore, 

Itch do think they (hall catch me gothicher no more. 
Before 
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Before che went o'r,Lord how voke did tell 

How viſhes did grow,and how birds did dwell 

All one mong, t'other in the wood and the water, 

Che thought had been true, bur che find no ſuch mat- 
(rer. 


When firſt che did land che mazed me quite, 

And 'twas of all daieson a Satterday night, 

Che wondred to ſee the ltrong building were there, 
* [was all like the tanding at Barthblwew Fair, 


Well, that nighr che ſlept cill nexr Prayer time, 
Next morning che wondred to hear no bells chime, 
And when che had ask'd the reaſon,che found 

*T was becauſe there was never a Bell in the Town. 


Aclaſtbeing warned to Church to repair, 

Where che did think certain che ſho'd hear ſome 
prayer, 

But the Parſon there no ſuch marrer did reach, . 

They ſcorn 'd to pray,they were all able ropreach. 


The virlt rhing they did,a Zalm they did fing, 

I pluckt our my Zalm book,which with me did bring, 

Che was troubled to ſeek him, cauſe they call him by 
names 

Bur they had got a new Song tothe tune of the ſame. 


When Sermon was done was a Child to baptize 

Abour ſxceen years old,as volk did ſurmiſe, 

And no Godfather or Godmother, yer 'rwas quiet 
and (till, 

The Prie(t durſt not croſs him for fear of his ill. will. 


A 
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A Sirra,quoth I, and ro dinner che went, 
And gave the Lord thanks for whar he had ſent ; 
Next day was a wedding, the brideman,my friend, 
He kindly invites meſo thuther I wend. 


Bur this, above all;ro me wonder did bring, 

To ſce a Magiſtrate marry,and had ne'r a ring ; 

- Che thought they would call me the woman to give, 
Bur chethick he (tole her,for he askr no man leave, 


Now this was new Dorcheſter as they told me, 
A Town very famous in all that Country ; 

They ſaid 'twas new building, grant it 1s true, 
Yer me thinks old Dorcheſter as fine as the new. 


Che R.id there among chem ill che was weary at 
heart z 

Ar length there came ſhipping, che gor leave to 
depart : 

But when all was ended che was coming away, 

Che had threeſcore ſhillings for ſwearing to pay, 


Bur when che ſaw that, an oath more che ſwore, 
Che would ay no more longer to ſwear on the ſcore, 
Che bid farewel co thoſe Fowlers and Fiſhers, 

So God bleſs old England and all his well wiſher, 


94 The Second Part of 


— — 


pmm—_ 


A medicine for the DQuartan CAgue, 


He Aphoriſms of Galen I count but as ſtraws, 


'T Patna Piſpor-peepers be you all mute, 


The old quartan feaver breaks all Phyſick-Laws, 


To help to cure it I think it is boot : 
Peruſing of late a wormeaten book, 


Brought hicher from Cimbia down in Charles's wain; 


A curious Medicine our thence I took, 
Tocure the quartan Feaver again, 


Firlt chooſe a Phyſitian that will nor exceed 
Probatum eſt, (peaking more than he knows, 


Who hath more skill in his ronFfie than his head ; 


Who his Potions on Patients gratis bellows, 
Three Midſummer moons in one,let him pray 
To Apollo, and the Moon being full in che wane, 
And Scola Selerna twice backward to (ay, 

And it will cure the quartan Feaver again. 


His Patients wacer then let him caſt 

In a pure Urinal of old Awguſt Ice, 

And diet him (trialy, nogrols meats to eat, 

Bur feed him with fancies,and antick device, 

To walk every morning ſome eight miles or more, 

Before Phebw riſes, in the ſunihine, , 

And before he be up to be ſeen without door, 
And "will cure, ©. 


Then lec him cake from him nine drops ard a half 
Of purified bloud, but pierce nor the skin, 
Only open a vain in the heel of the calf, _ 
Some half a year before the fit do begin ; 


To 
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To ſweat eleven minutes in an Oven let him lye, 

Heat with a North wind,and a ſhower of rain, 

And {leep every night with one half of an eye, 
And it will cure,@c. 


To keep his body alwaies ſoluble and looſe, 
That he ſhall never fear to be ſubjeR robe bound, 
Let him drink Woodcocks water in the quill of a 
Gooſe, | 
And alwaies untruſs when he goes to ground ; - 
Thus being prepared, ler the Dotor proceed 
Wirh all other ingredients to conquer his pain, 
And profeſs more Arr than ere he did wat, ty 
To cure the quattan, &c.— 


Then let him cake the wind of the wing of a Crane, 

As he flies over Caucaſus hill, 

With the precious ſtone was in Gyges his Ring, 

Mix theſe with three turns of an honeſt Windmil, 

Boyl theſe all cogether from a pinr to a quart 

In a Travellers mouth whoſe tongue cannot feigne, 

And having new din'd give him this next his heart, 
And 'ewill cure; @&c. 


Then three handful take of Popes holy ſhadow, 
When Sol 15 new entred into the dog-daies 
Three skreeches of an Owl, four kays of a Jackdayy, 
With the brains and che heads of three mnepenny 
Fry theſe together within a meal-five, (nailes, 
Wirth the ſwear of the ſouth-l1de of a French bean, 
And this to his Patient Morn and Even ler him give, 
And*cwill cure, (Fc, 


Tae 
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Take three merry thoug'ts of a Bride the firſt nighe 

She's to lye wich her Groon, to-purge melancholly, 

Three gingles of che (ilver ſpur of a field Knight, 

Four Puritan faces, not counterfeit holy, 

Take three you:hful capers of an old Oxe, 

And chorough a joyned ſtool chem ler him ſtrain, 

And then drink the juyce throrough the tail of a Fox, 
And icwill cure,&c. 


Moreover, becauſe I ſtrive to be brief, 

Take three ho 1eſt thrums of a weavers ſhurcle, 

Three ſnips of a Taylors ſheers that's no thief, 

A cur-purſes chum, with his horn and his whiccle, 

The mind of a Miller thar ne'r took acorn 

More than his due in grinding of grain, 

Burn theſe all together with Jzeny red ſtalks, 
And-'twill cure,7c. 


And laſtly,chis counſel my old Author gives, 

Take the bloud of a Beecle in the ayre as ſhe flies, 

Who, like a Phyſitian, of excrement lives, 

And therewich lecE npericks annoynt his quick eyes; 

This being practiſed, he (hall ſee ſoon 

All natural myſteries perfect and plain, 

And know as much Phyſick as che man in rhe Moon 
Tocure the quartan feaver again, 


——_ 


, A Catch, 


Owl ammarried,Sir Fohn 1'll not curſe, 
He joyn's us together tor better, for worſe 3 
Burt if I were ſingle I tell you plain, 

I would be adviſed erc I marri'd agiin, 


Of 
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of Leveling. 


I Have reaſon to fly thee, & not to fit down by thee, 
For I hate to bebold one ſo ſawcy and bold, 
That derides and contemns his Supeniours ; - 
' Your Madams and Lords, 
With ſuch manerly words, 
With geſtures that be 
| Fir for cur degree 
Are things thac we and you 
- Doclaim as our due 
From all thoſe that are our inperiours, (know, 
For from the beginning 1here were Princes we 
'Tis yourLevellers do hate 'cauſe they cannot be fo, 


All ticles of honour were = firſt in the Donors, 
Bur being granted away by that perſons ſtay, 
Where he wore a ſmall ſqul or a bigger, 
There's a neceſſity 
That there ſhould be a degree, 
Though Dick,Tom, and Jack, 
Will terve you and your pack, 
Where *tis due we'll afford 
A Sir John,or my Lord, 
Honelt Dick's name is enough for a digeer ; 
He that hath a Rirong purſe may alt things be,c# doy 
Be valianr,and wiſe, and religious too. 


We havecaule to adore thar man that hath lore 
Though a boor or a ſor, there's ſomething to-be got 
Though he be neicher honeſt nor witty, 


H ' Maks 
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Make him high, ler him rule, 
He'll beplaying the fool, 
And tranfgreſs,then we ſqueeze 
Him for hnes and for fees, 
( © 'Andſoweſhall gain 
By the vanities of his brain, 
'Tis thefools Capthar maintains the City ; 
If honour be bur air, 'tis in common, and as fir 
For theFool,or the clown,as theChampion or wir, 


Then why may not we be of a different degree, 

And erch man aſpire to be greater and higher 

Than his wiſer or er. b-ocher, 

Since Forrune and Nature 

Their favours do ſcatter, 

This hath Valour, that Wie 

To his wealth,nor 1s it fit 

That one ſhould have all, 

For then what would befall 

He that 15 born nor to one nor the other ? (chartel, 
Though lonor were a prize from at firſt,now it's a 
And as meer huntable now as your Ware, lands, or 

(cattle. 


"3 | 


Bur in this we agree to live quiet and free, 
Todrink Sack and ſubmic, and not ſhew your wit 
By your prating,hut Glence and thinking ; 

[er the Presbyter Jews 

Read Diurnals and News, 

And lard their diſcourſe 

Wirh a Covenant that's worſe ; 

That which pleaſerth me belt 

** IsaSongora Jeit, 
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And my obedienceT'll ſhew ir by my drinkingg * 

All the name deſire is an honelt good Fellow, 


And that man hath no worth that won't ſomes 
(rimes be mellow; 


_— — 


In praiſe 'of his Miſtriſſes Beauty. 


I Have the fairelt xox-peret, 
The faireſt that ever was ſeen, 
And had not Pen been in the way, 
She had been Beauties Queen. 


Her lovely looks, her comly grace, 
I will deſcribe ar targe ; 

God Cupid pur her in his books, 
And of this Jem rook charge. 


The Gretia» Helen was a Moore, 
| Compar'd to my deer Saint, 

And fair fac'd Syrens beauty pooT, 
And yer ſhe doth not paint. 

Andromeda, whom Perſeus 19w'd, 
Was foul were ſhe in fight, 

He: linezments fo well appiov'd, 
In praiſe of her I'll write, 


Her hair nor like the golden wyre, 
Bur black as any Crow, 

Her brows ſo bee:l'd all admire, 
Her forehead wondrous low, 


Her ſquinting,ftaring, gogling eyes 
Poor Children do affight, - 
3 
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Her noſe is of the Saraſens fize ; 
O the's a marchleſs wight. 


Her Oven-mouth wide open ſtands, 
. And teeth like rorren peale, 
Her Swan-like neck my heart commands, 
Andbreaſts all bitwich Fleas. 


Her rawny dugs,like two great hills, 
Hang ſow-like to her walte, 
Her body huge, kke two wind-mills, 


And yet (hee's wondrous chalte. 


Her ſhoulcers of fo large a breadth, 
She'd make an excellent Porter, 
And yer, her belly carries molt, 
If any man could ſort her. 


No Shoulder of Murton like her hand , 
For broadne(s,thick and far, 

With a pocky Mange upon her wrilt : 
Oh 7ove ! how love I that ? 


Her belly Tun-like to behold, 
Her bulh doth all excell, 

The thing thar,by all men extoll'd, 
Is wider than a well. 


Her brawny buttocks, plump and round, 
Much like a Horſe of War, 

With ſpeckled thighs,ſcab'd and ſcarce ſound; 
Her knees like Bakers are. 


MY oy yy. 
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Her legs arelike che Elephants, 
The calf and ſmall both one, 

Her anckles they together meer, 
And ftill knock bone to bone. 


Her pretty feet. not ove fifceens, 
So ſplay*d as never was, 

An excellent Uſher for a man 
That walks the dewy graſs, 


Thus have you heard my Miſlreſs prais'd, 
And yer no flattery us'd, 

Pray cell me,is ſhe nor of worth ? 
Let her not be abus'd. 


If any to her have a mind, 
He doth me wondrous _ 

For as ſhe's beautious,ſo ſhe's chaſte, 
And thus concludes my Song. 


.- — » 
—_— CCC ITT 


Senſual Delight. 


| AT you grown ſo melancholly, 
That you think of nought bur folly ? 


Are you ſad,are you mad,are you worſe, 

Do you think want of Chinck is your curſe ? 

Do you love for to have longer life,or a grave ? 
Then this will cure you. 


” — 


Firſt, I would have a bag of Gold, 

That ſhould ten thouſand pieces hold, 
And all that in your lap would I poure 

For to ſpend on your friend ” your whore, 


For 
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For to play away a dice,or to ſhift you from your hce 


And this will cure you. 


| Next I would have a ſoft bed made, 

Wherein a Virgin ſhould be l:id 

Thar will play any way you deviſe, 

That will ſtick like an itch to your thighs, 

That will bill like a dove,lie beneath or above, 
And this will cure you, 


Next the bowl that Jepe devine 
Drunk Ne&tar in, fil!'d up with wine, 
And all tharylike a Greek, you ſhould quaff 
Till your cheeks they look red,mnd you laugh, 
Unto Ceres,and to Yenxs,unto Bacchus and Selenus, 
And this will cure you. 

| 
Next ſeven Eunuchs ſhould appear 
Singing in ſpheare-like manner here 
In chepraiſe of the wages of delight, 
Fen can vie with man in the night, 


When ſhe ſeemeth to adorn Yulcars head with a 


* And this will cure you. ho. 


Bur if no gold nor women can, 

Nor winz,nor Song make merry man, 

Lec the Batt be your mate and the Owle, 
er the painin the brain male yor: howl ; 


er the Pox be your friend, and the Plague be your 
And this will cure you, (end. 


Now 


Winks 
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New England deſcribed, 


A 9s the purifidian Sect, 
I mean the connrerfert Ele& : 


Zealous bankruprs,Punks devour, 
Preachers ſuſpended,rabble rout, 


. Lecthem ſell all,and out of hand 


Prepare to go to New England, 
To build new Babel ſtrong and ſure, 
Now call'd a Church unſpotred pure. 


There Milk from Springs,like Rivers,flows, 
And kipyey upon hawthorn grows; 
Hemp, Wool,and Flax there grows on trees. 
Fhe mould is far,it curs like cheeſe ; 
All fruics and herbs ſpring in the fields, 
Tobacco it good plenty-yields ; 
And there all be a Church moſt pure, 
Where you may find ſalvation ſure. 


There's Veniſon of all ſorts great ſtore, 

Both Stag, and buck,wild Goar, and Boar, 

And all ſorame,that you with eaſe 

May take your fill,ear what you pleaſe ; 

There's Beavers plenty, yea, ſo many, 

That you may buy two skins a penny, 
Above all rhis,a Church moſt pure, 
Where to be ſaved you may be ſure, , 


There's flight of Fowl do cloud the ie, | 


Great Turkies of chreeſcore pound peight,..._ 1 ; ic! 


H 4 


As 


104 TheSecond Fart 0 


As big as Eftriges, there Geeſe, 

With chanks,are ſold for pence a piece ; 

Of Duck and Mallard, *Widgeon, Tealc , 

Twenty for rwo-pence make a meale ; 
Yet,and a Church unſporred pure, 
Within whoſe boſome all are ſure. 


T.ce, there in ſhoals all ſorts of fiſh, 

Of che ſalt ſeas, and water freſh : 

Ling,Cod,Poor-John, and Haberdine, 

Are taken with the Rod andLine ; 

A painful hiſher on the ſhore 

May take at leaſt twenty an houre ; - 
Beſides all this a Church molt pure, 
Where you may liveand dye ſecure. 


There twice a year all ſorts of Grain 
Doth down fram heaven, like hailſtones,rain ; 
You ne'r ſhall need ro ſow-nor plough, 
There's plenty of all things enough : 
Wine ſweet and wholſome drops from trees, 
As clear as chryſtal, withour lees ; 

Yea,and a Church unſporred, pure, 

F:om dregs of Papiltry ſecure. 


No Feaſts nor fe{tival ſer dares 
Are ere obſerved,the Lord be prais'd, 
Though not in Churches cich and ltrong, 
Yer where no Maſs was ever Sung, | 
The Bull's of Baſhax ne's met there 
Surplice and Cope durlt not apperr ; 

O1d Orders all they will abjure, 


Ttys Churth hattrall things new and pute, 


No 
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No diſcipline ſhall there be uſed, 
The Law of Nature chey havectuſed 
All chat the ſpiric ſeems to move 
Each man may chooſe and ſo approve, 
There's Government wichout comman « 
There's unity withour _ ; 
A Synagogue unſporred pure, 
wW Lim Tut and x vey dwells ſecure. 


Loe in this Church all ſhall be free 

To Enjoy theic Chriſtian liberty ; 

All chings made common,void of ftrif-, 

Each man may take anothers wife, 

And keep a hundred maids,if need, 

To mulciply, increaſe,and breed , 
Then is not this Foundation ſure, 
To build a Church unſported, pure : 


The native People, though yet wild, 

Are alcogerher kind and mild, 

And apt already, by report, 

To live in chis religious ſore ; 

Soon to converſion they'l be broughe 

When #arrens Mariery hive wrought, 
Who being ſanRtified and pure, 
May by che Spirit them alure. 


Ler Amſterdam ſend forth her Brats, 
Her Fugitives and Runnagartes : 

Ler Bedlam, Newgate,and che Clink 
Diſgorge themſelves into this fink ; 
Lec Bridewell and theftews be kept, 
Andall ſent thither to be ſwept z- - 


SO may our Church be cleans'd and pure, 


Keep both ic ſelf and ate ſecure, 
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The inſatiate Lover, 


Ome hicher my own ſweet duck, 


And (it upon my knee, 
Thar thou and I may truck 
For thy Commodity, 
If thou wilt be my honey, 
Then I will be thine own, 
Thou ſhalt not want for money 
If thou wilt make it known; 
Wirth hey ho my honey, 
My heart ſhall never rue, 
For I have been ſpending money 
And amonglt the jovial Crew. 


I prechee leave thy ſcorning, 
Which our true love beguiles, 

Thy eyes are bright as morning, 
The Sun ſhines in thy ſmiles, 

Thy geſture is fo prudent, 
Thy language 1s (o free, 

That he is the belt Srudent 
Which can Rudy thee ; 

With hey ho,&c. 


The Merchant would refuſe 
His Indies and his Gold 
If he thy love mjght chuſe, 
And have thy love in hold : 
Thy beauty yields more pleaſure 
Than rich men keep in ſtore,- 
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And he that hath ſuch treaſure 
Never can be poor ; 
With hey ho,&c. 


The Lawyer would forſake \ 
His wit and pleading ſtrong : 
The Ruler and Judge would take 
Thy part were't right or wrong ; 
Should men thy beauty ſee 
Amongſt che learned throngs, 
Thy very eyes would be 
Too hard for all their tongues ; | 
With hey ho, &c. * BD 


Thy kiſſes rothy friend 

The Surgeons skilk our-ſtrips, 
For nothing can tranſcend 

The balſomeof thy Lips, 
'There 1s m_y vital power 

Contained in thy breath, 
Thar at the latter hoor 

"Twould raiſe a man from death ; 
With hey, ho,&c. 


Aſtronomers would not 
Lye gazing in the skies 
Had they thy beauty got, 
No Stars ſhine like thine eyes; 
For he that may imporrune 
Thy lovero an embrace, 
Can read no better fortune : 
Then whar is inthy face, 7-5 
Wih hey ho,&c. | 
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The Souldierwould threw down 
His Piſtols anJ Carbine, 
And freely would be bound 
To wear no arms bur thine : * 
If thou werr but engaged 
To meet him in che field, 
Though never ſo much inraged 
Thou couldeſt make him yield, 
With hey hoz@&c. . 


The ſeamen would reject 

To ſayl upon the Sea, 
* Andhis good ſhip neglect 

To be aboard of thee : 

When thou lieſt on thy pillows 
He ſurely could not fail 

To make thy breſt his billows, 
And to hoyſt up ſayl ; 

With hey ho,&c. 


The greateſt Kings alive 

Would wiſh chou were their own, 
And every one would (trive 

To make thy Lip their Throne, 
For thou haft all the meric 

Thar love and liking brings ; 
Beſides a noble ſpiric 

Which may conquer Kings; 
With hey hoy&c. 


Were Roſamond on earth 
I ſurely would abhor her, 
Though ne'r ſo great by birth 
I ſhould not change thee for her ; 
Though 
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Though Kings and Queens are gallant, 
And bear a royal ſway, 

The poor man hath his Talenc, 
And loves as well as they, 

With hey ho,&c. X 


Then prethee comeand kiſs me, 
And ſay thou art mine own, 
I vow I would not miſs thee 
Not for a Princes Throne; 
Ler love and I perſwade thee 
My gentle ſuit to hear : 
If thou wilt be my Lady, 
Then I will be thy dear ; 
With hey ho, &c. 


I never will deceive thee, - 
Buc ever will be true, 

Till death I ſhall not leave thee, 
Or change thee for a new ; 
We'll live as mild as may be, ' 

If chou wilt bur agree, 
And ger a pretty baby 

With a face like thee, - 
With hey ha, &'c. © 


/ 


Ler theſe perſwaſions move thee 
Kindly co comply, 
There's no man that can love thee 
With ſo much zeal as I ; 
Do thou bur yield me pleaſure, 
And cake from me this pain, 
Til give thee all the Treaſure 
Horſe and man cangain ; 
Vich hey ho,&s. Til 
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Til fight in forty duels 
Toobrain thy grace, 

T'll give thee preciqus jewels 
Shall adorn thy face ; 

E'r thou for want of money 
Beco deſtruction hnrl'd, 

For to ſupport my honey 
I'll plunder all che world ; 

Wirth hey ho,&c. 


That ſaule doth ſhew conſenting; 
Then preches ler's be gone, 
There ſhall be no repenring 
When the deed is done ; 
My bloud and my affe&ion, 
My ſpirus ftrongly move, 
Then ler us for this ation 
Fly to yonder grove, 
With hey ho,@c. 


Let us lye down by thoſe. buſhes 
That are grown ſo high, 
Where I will hide thy bluſhes ; 
Here's no ſtanders by 
This ſeventh day of July, 
Upon this bankwe ll lye , 
Would all were,chat love truly, 
As cloſe as thou and I ; 
With hey ho my honey, 
My heart ſhall never rue, 
For I have been ſpending money 
Amonglt the jovial Crew. 
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A Catch, 


Ow that the Spring hath fil'd our Veins 
With kind and active fire, 
And made green Liveries for the Platns, 
And every Grove a Quire. 


Sing we this Song with mirth and merry glee, 
And Bacchus crown the Bowl, 

And het's to thee,and thou ro me 
And every thurlty ſoul, 


Shear ſheep that have them, cry we till, 

Bur ſee that none eſcape, 
Totake off his ſherry,that makes us ſo merry 
And plump as the lulty Grape. 


— 


The Huntſman, 


F all the ſports the world doth yield, 
Give me a pack of hounds in field, 
Whoſe eccho ſounds ſhrill through the sky, 
Makes 7ove admire our harmony, 
And wiſh that he a morral were, 
To ſee ſuchpleaſures we have here. 


Some do delight in Masks and plays, 
And in Diana's Holy daies. 

Ler Venw aft her chiefelt skill, 

If I diſlike I'll pleaſe my will; 


And chooſe ſuch as will laſt, 
And not to ſurfeirt whenlI tafte. 


Then I will cell you a ſent, 

Where many a horſe was almoſt ſpent, 
In Chadzel Cloſe a Hare we found, 
Thar led us all aſmoaking round ; 

O'r hedge and ditch away ſhe goes, 
Admiring her approaching foes. 


Bur when ſhe felc her ſtrengrh co waſte, 
She parleys with the hounds in haſte, 
The Hare. ou gentle dogs forbear to kill 
A harmleſs beati that ne'r did ill: 

And if your Maſters ſport-do crave, 

I'll lead a ſent as they would have. 


The Hounds. Away, a\vay, thou art alone, 
Make balte we ſay, and ger thee gone ; 
We'll give thee leave for half a mile, 
To ſee if thou canſt us beguile : 

Bur then expecta thundering cry, 

Made by us and our company. 


The Hare. Then fince you ſet — life ſo lights 
I'll make Black lovely turn to White z 

And York-ſhire Gray, that runs at all, 

1'1l make him wiſh him in his (tall ; 

And Sorrel,he that ſeems to fly, 

I'll make him fickly e're I die. 


Let Burham Bay dowhat he can, 
And Barton Gray which now and r-+= 
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Doth ſtrive to winter up my way 3 
TV'l neither make him fic nor play. 
And conſtant Robyn, though he lie 
Ar his advantage, what care I ? 


But here Kit Boho did me wrong, 
As I was running all along; 

For wich one par he made me ſo, 
That I went reeling roo and fro: 
Then, if I die your maſters cell, 
That fool did ring my pafling-Bell. 


But if your Maſters pardon me, 

I'll lead them all to T hrowgabby ; 
Where conſtant Robu keeps a room 
To welcome all cth&Gueſts that come, 
To laugh,and quaftin Wine,and Beer, 
A full Cirouze to their Career. 


The Hoewnds. Away,away, ſince "cis out nature 
To kill chee,and no other Creature, 

Our Maſters they do want a bit, 

And thou wilt well become the ſpit : 

They eat the fleſh, we pick the bone, 

Make haſt,we ſay,and ger thee gone, 


The Hare.Your Maſters may abate their cheer, 
{ymear is dry ; and Butter dear ; 

ndif with me chey'd make a friend, 

he; had betrer give a puddings end : 

delides, once dead, then ſport chey'l lack, 

\nd I'muft hang on th Huntſman's back, 


— 


[ 
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The Hownds.Alas poor Hate we pity.thee, 
If wich oar nature *twould agree, 
Bur all thy doubling ſhifts we fear 
Will not prevent thy death ſonear. 
Then make chy Will for it may be that 
May ſave thee z elſe,wve know not what, 


The Hare's Then Ido give my body free, 
Will... Unto your Malters courtehe ; 
And if they'l ſpare cill ſport be ſcant, , 
I'll be their game, when they do want ! 
Bur when I'm dead each greedy hound 
Will crail my entrails on the ground. 


The Hounds.Were ever Dogs ſo baſely croſt ? 
Our Maſters call us off ſo fatt, . 

That we the ſent have almolt loſt ; 

And they themſelves mutt loſe the roaſt, 
Wherefore, kind Hare we pardon you : 

The Hare. Thanks gentle Hounds, and ſo Adieu, 


— 


—_ 


A Catch, 


OQ Thewily wily Fex,with his many wily mocks, 
We'll Earth him if you'l but follow, 
ad now that we have done*r,to conclude our merry 


Lec us roundly whoop and hollow : ( hung, 
Prethee drink ,prethee drink. p rethee,prethee drink, 
T hat the Hunters may all folhy. | 
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He lay all naked in her bed, 
AndImy ſelf lay by; 
No Vail nor Curtain there was ſpread; 
No Covering but I: 
Her head upon one ſhoulder ſeeks 
To hang in careleſs wiſe, 
All full of bluſhes were her cheeks; © 
And wiſhes were her eyes. 


Her blood lay fluſhing in her face, 
As on a meſſage came, 
Toſay that in ſbme other place 
Ic meanrt ſome other Game z 
Her nether Lip moyſt,plump,and fair, 
Millions of kiſſes crowr'd, 
Which ripe and uncropt dangled there, 
And weighed the branches down. 


Herbreafts, that lay ſwell*d full and high, 
Bred pleaſant pangs in me, 

For all thz world I did defie 
For tha felicity ; 

Her thighs and belly,ſoft and plump, 

. Tome were only ſhewn: 

To have ſeen ſuch mear,and not to have cat, 
Would have angred any one. 


Her knees lay up, but ſtoutly bent, 
| And all was bollow under, 
As if on eaſe terms they meint 
Tofalt unforc*d aſander : 
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Juſt ſorhe Cypriav Queen did lye 
ExpeCting in her bower ; ; 
When too long Ray, had kept the boy 

| Beyond his promiſed hour. 


Dull Clown,quoth ſhe,why doſt delay 
Such proffered bliſs c o take ? 
Canſtthou find our no other way 
Stmilirudes to make? 
M1d wich delight I chundred in, 
And threw mine arms abour her, 
Bur a pox uport 'twas but a dream, 
And ſo 1 lay without her. 


The Anſwer. 


I lay up to the Navel bare, 
As wasa Willing Lover, 
Expecting berween hope and fear, 
When | would come and cover, 
Her hand beneath my waſte-band ſlips, 
To gropein bulie wiſe; 
Which caus'd atrembling in her Lips, 
And a ſhivering in her Eyes. | 


The bloud out of her face did go, 
As it on ſervice went, 
To ſecond what was gone before, 
When all its ftrengrh was ſpent. | 
Her Cheeks and lips as Coral red, 
Like Roſes werefull blown : 
Which fading ſtreight,the leaves were ſpread, 
And ſo the =—CoNes down, " 
er 


YIEIM 


© _ bh *#w 


Merry Drolerie. 


Her breaſts har then boch panting were, 
Such comfort wrought berween us, 
That all the world I dare to ſwear, 
Wou!d envy to have (cen us. 
Her belly and 1ts provender, 
For me was kept in ſtore ; 
Such news to hear,and not to have ſhare, 
Would have made # man a Whore, 


Her legs weregirt about my waſte, 
My hand under her Crupper, 

As one would ſay, now break your faſt, 
And come again to ſupper : 

Even as the God of War did knock, 
As any other man will, 

For haſte of work,till ewelve a Clock, 
Kept Pulcan at his Anvil. 


Mad Wag,quoth ſhe, why doſt thou make 
Such haſte thy ſelf co rear ? 

Doſt thou not know that for thy ſake, 
The Fair laſts all the year ? 

Quier and calm-as are loves ſtreams, 
I chrew my ſelf abouc her, 

But apox ypon true jeſts and dreams, 

I had becrer have lain without her. 


mo 1PeSecoruda tarto 


A Catch. 
2 George again boy, call George again, 


And for the love of Bacchug call George again. 
George 15a good boy,and draws us good wine, 
Or fills us more Clarrer our wits to refine ; 
George is 2 braye Lad,and an honelt man, 
If you will him kno, he dwells at the Swas. 


—— 
— —_ 


A SO. 

P2: take you Miſtreſs I'll be gone, 

L. I have friends to wait upon ; 
Think you I'll my ſelf confine, 
To your humours ( Lady mine : ) 
No, your louring ſeems to ſay : 
'Tisa rainy drinking day, 
Tothe Tavern1'll away. 


There have I a Miſtreſs got, 
Cloyſtered in a Pottle pot : 

Brisk and ſprightly as thine Eye, 
When thy richeſt olances fly, 
Plump AND bounding, lively,fair, 
Buckſome ſofr,and debonair : 

And ſhe's call'd Sack, my DEAR, 


Sack's my better Miſtreſs far, 

S1ck's my only beauty-ſtar ; 

Whoſerich beams, and gloriotss raies, 

Twinkle in each red roſe and face : 
WF Should 
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Should I all her vertues ſhow, 
Thou thy ſelf would(t love-fick prove, 
AND ſhe'dprove thy Miſtreſs TOO. 


She with no dart-ſcorn will blaſt me; 
Bur upon thy bed can caſt me ; 

Yet ne'r bluſh her ſelf roo red, 

Nor fear of loſs of Maiden-head: 

And ſhe can ( the truth to ſay ) ( 


Spirits into me convey C 
MORE than thou canſt take AWAY, 


Getting kiſſes here's notoy], 
Here's no Handkerchief to ſpoyl ; 
YetI bercer NeRar (ip, 

Then dwell upon thy lip : 

And though mute and (till ſhe be, 
Quicker wit ſhe brings ro me, 
THEN e'r I could find in THEE. 


If I go, ne'r think to ſee 

Any more a fool of me ; 

TY nolibercy\p give, 

Nor a Maudlin-like love live, 

No, there's nought ſhall win me to'c, 
Tis not all rhy ſmiles can do*r, 

Not thy Maiden-heat to BOOT, 


Yerif thou'lr but rake the pain 

TO be good bur once again; 

If one ſmile then call meback, 

THOU ſhalt be that Lady Sack : 

Faith but cry,and thou ſhalt ſee 

What a loving Soul I'll be, 

WHEN I am drunk with nought but thee. 
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The Anſwer, 


Pray thee, Drunkard, get thee gone, 
Thy Miſtreſs Sack doth ſmell coo ſtrong : 
Think you I intend to wed, 
A ſloven to be-piſs my bed ? 
No,your ſtaining me's to ſay, 
You have been drinking all this day, 
Go,be gone,away,away, 


Where = have your Miſtreſs Sack, 
W-ich hath already ſpoil*d your back, 
And methinks ſhould be roo hor, 

To becloyſtered in a pot. 

Though you ſay ſhe ig (o fair, 

So love!y,and ſodebonair, 

She is bur of a yellow hair, 


Sack*s a whore which burns like fire, 
Sack conſumes and is a dryer ; 

And her wates do only tend 

To bring menunto their end : 
ShouldI all her vices cell, 

Her rovings and her ſwearings fell, 
Thou wouldft dam her inta Hell. 


Sack with no durt ſcorns will blaſt thee, 
But upon thy bed (till caſt thee : 

And by that impudence doth ſhey, 
That no vertue ſhe doth know : 

For ſhe will,the truth ro ſay, 

Thy body in an hour decay, 

Maxe than | can 1n a day, 


Though 
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Though for kiſſes there's no toy], 

Yer your body ſhe doth ſpoil : / 

Sipping NeRar whillt you Gt, 3 
She doth quite beſot wit: © 

Though ſhe is mure,ſhe'll make you loud : 

Brawl and fight in every croud, F--0 


When your reaſon ſhe doth cloud, '7 


Nor do thou ever look to ſee 

Any more a ſmile from me, 

I'll no liberty, nor fign, 

Which I truly may call mine. Re” 
No,no ſlight ſhall win me to'r, P 
'Tis not all thy parts can do't, > 

.Thy Perſon,nor thy Land to boot. 


Yet if chouwilt rake the pain, 

To be ſober once again, 

And bur make much of thy back, 

I will beinſtead of Sack. 
Faith bur try,and thon ſhalt ſee, 

Whar a loving Soul I'll be, 

When thou art drunk with nought but me. 


— 


A Catch, 


'He that will eat her breakfaſt in her bed, 
And ſpend the morn in dreſſing of her head, 
And fit at dinner like a Maiden-Bride, 
And nothing do all day, but talk of pride ; 
ove of his mercy may do much toſave her, 
But what a caſe is he in that ſhall have her. 


S:.Georg a 
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St. George for England. 
VV” ſhould we boaſt of Arthur and his 
Knights, 


Knowing ſo many men have endured hor fights ; 

Belides King 4r:hwr, and Sir Lancelot ds we 

Sir TTiſtram de Lioxel,chas fought for Ladies fake , 

Read old Hiſtories, and then you ſhall ſee, 

That St.George, St. George did make the Dragon flee; 
St.George for England, St.Deunts for France, 


Sing Hozy ſoit qu; maly penſe. 


Mark how Father Abraham,when firſt he reſcu'd Zoe, 

Only by his houſhold what conqueſt there they got ; 

David eleCted a Prophet and a King, 

He ſlew great Goliah witha one and a ſling ; 

Theſe were no Knights of the Table round, 

Bur St.George, St. George the Dragon did confound ; 
St.Geqrge,&c. 


Joſhua and Gideon did lead their men to Hght, 
They conquered the Amorites,and pur them to flighr; 
Herewles labour's upon the Plains of Baſs, 
And Sampſon {lew a thouſand with the jaw bone of 
Beſides a goodly Temple there he did ſpoyl, (an aſs, 
But St.George,St. George the Dragon he did ſoyl ; 

St. Geerge,$iC. 


The wars ofthe Monarchs they were tos long to tell, 
And next of all the Romans, for they did far excell, 
When Hambal and Scipio ſo many fields did fight, 
Orlando F urioſo was a worthy Knight ; 
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Remus and Rownlmus, that firſt Rowe did build, 
Bur St. George,St. George did make the dragon yield, 
St. George, &c, 


Many have fought with proud T amberlain, 

And Cmtlax the Dave,great wars did maintain, 

Rowland,and Bryan, and good Sr.Olrveer ; 

In the forrelt of Arden there ſlew both Ball and Bear, 

Beſide the noble Hollander, Sir Goward with his Bill, 

Bur St.George,St.George the Dragon's bloud did ſpill; 
St.George,&c. 


Bevi conquered Askwpart, and after ſlew the bore, 

And then he croſt beyond the.ſeas 

To combate with a Moor , 

Sir 1ſingbraſs and Egelmas they were Knights bold, 

And good Stfohn Mandevil of travels much havetold, 

Theſe were all Engliſh Knights that Pagans did con- 

Bur St.George,&c,pluckt out theDragons heart.(vert, 
St, George, &C. 


The noble Alphoyſs,that was the Spaniſh King, 

| The order of the red ſcarfs,and bedrowl be did bring, 

He _ a troop of mighty Knights when firſt he did 

in, 

That ſought adventures far and wgh what conqueſt 
chey mightwin , 

The ranks of the Pagans full oft he pur to flight, 

Bur Sc.George,St, George <1d with the Dragon fight ; 
St.George, &c, 
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The noble Earl of Warwick, that called was Sir Gay, 

The Infidels and Pagans much he did defie, 

He ſlew the Giant Brandemoor,8& after was the death 

Of che moſt gaſtly dun Cow, the devil of Dunſmore 
heath , 


* Beſides other noble Deeds he did beyond the ſeas, 


But St.George,St George the Dragon did appeaſe ; 
St.George, KC. 


Valentine and Orſon of King Pipinc blood, 

Alfred and Henry they were Knights good ; 

The four Sons of Amon that fought for Charlemain, 

Sir Hugh de Bowrdeaxx, and cm de Bullaign, 

Theſe were all french Knights char lived in thar age, 

Bne Sr.George,St.Georgethe Dragon did aſlwage; 
St,George,&c. 


When art the firſt K. Richard was King of this Land, 

He gorged a Lyon with his naked hand ; 

The noble Duke of Auſtria norhing he did fear, 

He killed his Son with a box on the ear , 

Beſides other noble deeds done in the hoſy:Land, - 

But St.George,St.George the Dragon did withſtand; 
St,George,&c, | 


When as the third King Edward had conquered all 
France, 

He quarrered their Arms his honour to advance, 

He ranſack'd their Cities,threw their Caſtles down, 

And garniſhed his head with a double doubleCrown, 

He thumped the French,8 homeward then he came, 

Bur St.George,St.George the Dragon he did tame? 
St,Geor ge z&C, 


St David of Wales did the Welchmen much advance, 
St, James for Spain, that never yet broke Lance, 
St. Pa- 
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For which filthy a&t a ſlave he doth remain, 
But St.George,St.George the Dragon he hath 


Sing Hony ſoit qu; mal y penſe. 


__— 
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St.Patrick for Ireland,that was St.Georges Boy, 
Seven years he kept his horſe, & then (tole him away, 


ſlain”; 


St. George for England,St.Den for France, 


— 


Arthur of Bradly. 


g Aw you not Perce the Piper, 
His Checks as big as a Myrer, 
Piping among the Swains, 
That's down in yonder Plains : 
Where 7:6 and Tow doth cread ir, 
And Youths the hornpipe leadir, 
With every one his carriage 
To go to yonder Marriage, 
For the honour of Arthur of Bradly, 


O brave Arthur of Bradiy,Oh. 


Arthur hath gotten a Liſs, 
A bonnier never was ; 
The chiefeſt youths in the Pariſh 
Comedancing in a Morris, 
Wich Country Gambols flouncing, 
Country Wenches trouncing, 
Dancing with mickle pride, 
we bo his wench by his fide, 
For the honour of Arthur, &c. 


And when that Arthar was married, 
And 1 is Wife home had carried ; 


O brave Arthur of Bradly,O fine Arthar of Bradly 
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But when that Arthur was married, 
And his Bride home had carried 
The Youngfters they did wait 
'Fo help co carry up meat : 
Francs carried the Furmety, 
Michael carried the Mince-pye, 
Bartholomew the Beef and the Muſtard, 
And Chriſtopher carried the Cultard, 
Thus every one went in this Ray, 
For the honour of Arthur of Bradley,Oh fine;e7e. 


But when that Dinner was ended, 
The Maidens they were befriended ; 
For our ftept Dick the Draper, 
And he bid pipe up ſcraper ; 
Better be dancing alittle, 
Then into the Town to ripple ; 
He bid him play him a Horn-pipe, 
That goes fine of the Bagpipe : 
Then forward Piper,and play 
For the honour of Arthur of Bradly,Oh fine,&«, 


Then Richard he did lead it, 
And Margery ſhe did tread it ; 
Francis followed then, 
And after courteous Faxe : 
Andevery one after anocher, 
As if chey had been fiſte: and brother, 
That *cwas a great ſight to ſee 
How well chey did agree, 
And then they all did ſay, | 
Hay for 4rthar of Bradley, Oh fine,&c- 
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When all the Swains did ſee 
This mirth and mercy glee, 
There was never a man did flinch, 
Bur every man kilt his Wench ; 
But Giles was greedy of gain, 
And he would needs kiſs rwain ; 
His Lover, ſecing that, 
Did rap him on the pate, 
That he had not one word to ſay 
For the honour of Arthar of Bradley, Oh fine,ec, 


The Piper look'd aſide, 
And there he ſpide che Bride 3 
He thought it was a hard chance 
That none would lead her a dance : 
For never a Man durſt rouch her, 
Bur only Fill.the Butcher ; 
He rook her by the hand 
And danc'd whillt he could Rand ; 
The Bride was fine and gay, ' 
For the honour of Arthur of Bradley,Oh fine,&c. 


Then out ſept #/1/l.the Weaver, 
And he ſwore he'd not leave her ; 
He hopt it all of a Leg, 
For the honour of his Peg, 
Bur Kefter in Cambrick Ruſte, 
He t90« that in ſnuff; 
| For he againlt thar day 
Had made himſelf tine and gay ; MH 
His Ruff was whipc over with blew, | 
He cried a new dance.a new ; 
Then forward Piper and play, 
For the honour of Arthar of Bradley, Oh fine,o-c. 
Then 
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Then gan the Sun decline, 

And every one thought it time 
To go unto his home, 

And leave the Bridegroom alone. 
To'r,to'r, quoth luſty Ned, 

We'll ſee chem borh in bed: 
For I will jeopard a joynt 

But I will ger his codpiece point : 
Then ſtrike up Piper and play, 


For the honour of Arthur of Bradley,Oh fine,c*c. 


And thus the ay was ſpent, 

And no man homeward went, | 
That there was ſuch crouding and thruſting, 
Thar ſome were in danger of burſting, 

To ſee them go to bed: 
For all the skill chey had, 
He was got to his Bride, 
And.laid him cloſe by her fide, 
They got his Points and Garters, 
And cut them in peeces like quarters ; 
And chen they bid the Piper play, 
For the honour of Arthur of Bradley,Oh fine, oc. 


Then zp///.and his ſweet hearc 

Did call for Loath to depart, 
And then they did foot ic and toſs it, 

Till the Cook had brought up the poſler, 
The Bride-pye was brought forth, 

A thing of mickle worth, 
And ſo all at the bed-fide 

Took leave of Arthur and his Bride, 
And ſo they went all away | 

From the wedding of ArthuF6f Bradley » Oh,&c. 
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A Catch. 


Here was three Cooks in Colebrook , 
And they fell out wich our Cook, 
And all was for a pudding he took; 
And from the Cook of Colebrock. 
There was ſwaſh Cook,and ſlaſh Cook, 
And thy Noſe in my Narſe Cook, 
And all was for a pudding he took, 
And from che Cook of Colebyook. 
Then they fell all upon our Cook, 
And mumbled him fo, that he did look 
» As black as the pudding which that he took, 
And from the Cook of Colebreok. 


(— 


The Blackſmith. 


F all che Sciences beneath the Suh, . 
Which hath been ſince the World begut; 
The Smich by his Arr great praiſe hath won; 
Woaich no Lody can ceny, 


The faireſt Goddeſs in the skies 

To marry with him ſhe dld deviſe, 

Thac was a cunnins Smith and wiſe, 
Which wo body, c. | 


Then Jars cime datvn for Fen ſake; 

The Smith he did his armout make, 

In love together he did rhexrtcakes 
Which no body,&s. 


"art 0 


130 7 he Second 


The ficlt chat ever Muſick made 

Was Twbal of the Blackimiths Trade, 

By hammering ſtrokes as it was ſaid, 
Which no dody,&5c. 


He did invent continually 

The Iron work for the Country, 

A Smith for mirth and husbandry, 
Which no body, &c. 


Whar Occupation can you name, 

Bur firſt the Smich mult help the ſame, 

With working tools their work to frame? 
Which no bod y, &'c- 


What horſe can poſt ro carry news, 

Bur firſt the Smith ſers on his ſhuozs, 

With Spur and Stirrop for mens uſe ? 
Which no body,&c. 


Whar Ship upon the Sea can ſail, 

If Iron work in her do fail, 

Though Anchor hald 'rwill nor prevail ? 
Which no body, &c. 


Whar can you build with lime or tone 

If Iron-work therein be none? 

Smichs make for houſes many a-one , 
Which no body,@c, 


How can yougo to Plough or Care, 

Excepr the Smith co play kis part, | 

With Coul'er and Shaire made well by Ate, 
Whick NO body, & co 
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The Axelcree Pin, the plowing Chain, 

The Bill,the Axe,the Wedges cwain, 

The Pitchfork, and the Dung-fork plain, 
Which no body, &c. | 


The Burchers Axe, the Shooe-makers Awl, 
The cucting knives on every ſtall, 
Thar lies to cut and carve withall, 

Which no body, &c. 


The Coopers Adds, the Brewers Slings, 

The Carpenters Tools for many t hings, 

The plyers for the Goldſmiths Rings, 
Which nobody,@:. 


Your Tongues, your Spits, Trevits, znd Racks, 
Aud many other things char lacks, 
And for your houſes prerty Knacks; 

Which a» body, &c. 


Weights and Skiles to buy and ſell, 

A chouſand things I need nor tell, 

The $.nith hath macch'd all things ſo wel'; 
Which no body, c. 


I could rekearſe a thouſand things, 
f iron Bars,Bolcs,and Pins, 

Ltches,Carches,Sraples, Rings, 
Which no body,@&c. 


He makes all ſeveral kinds of Locks, 
For horſesgor doors,for Cheſt, for Box, 
For houſes,and for/Churches Clocks; 
Which no body, os. n 
Z 
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Yout fite-Irons, ſmall and great, 

Your pothooks, and forks fo fine and near, 

Your Jack that rurns your ſpits of mear, 
Which no body,&-c. 


Your Paviours Pickax,greit and ſmall, 

Your Pattens for women,low and tall ; 

Your Shovel and Spade to work withall, 
Which no body,&c. 


Your branding Iron to brand your Kine, 

Your Cluppers for Bells to ring and chime, 

Yoor Stamps for Gold and Silver fine, 
Which no body,Cc. 


The horſes Birs,that finely gingle, 

The Barbers Tools,that is ſo nimble, 

The-Taylors ſheer,his bodkin and thimble, 
Which no body, &c. 


And for all weapons for the fight 

The Smich Iam ſure makes ſuch a fight, 

So long,ſo rong,ſo fair,fo bright, 
Which no body,&c. 


Bills, Pikes, Dags, and Guns, 

Halberds, Spears, and many things, 

Through the hammer of the Smich all come, 
Which no body,&c. 


To love the Smith all Trades are bound, 

Which make him thus to be renown”.!, 

For which his hammers they are crcwa'd, 
Which no body,&c. 


Of 


YIHM 


Merry Drollerte. 


Of Smiths now living atthis hour, 

There was a Smich within the Tower 

Which might be counted for a flower, 
Which no body,&c. 


Thus of my Song 1 make an end, 

The Smith 1s every bodies friend, 

He ſeeks his Country to defend, 
Which no boJy can deny, 


a. 
—— > A A 


A North Connry Song. 
\ J \ T Hen Iſe came firſt co Loudon Town, 


| Iſe wor a Novice,as ocher men are ; 
Iſe thought che King had liv'd at the Crown, 
And the way tol heaven had been chrough whe ſar, 


Iſe ſer up my horſe, and Iſe went to Paxls, 
Good Lord, quo hI. what a Kirk been here ? 
Then Iſe did ſve'r by all Kerſon ſouls, ' 
Ic wor a mule long,or very near. 


It wor as high as any Hill, 
A Hill, quo 1, nay as a Mountain, 
Then went Iſe up With a very good will, 
Bur glad wor I to come down agiin, 


For as Iſe went up my head rne round, 
Then beic known to all Kerſon people, 

A mans is no little way fro the ground, 
When he's &'ch'top of all Paxls (teeple. 
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Iſe l2y down my hoizan{ Iſe went to pray, 
But wor nor ths & pitious caſe, 
Afore I had dane it wor (tolen away, 
W1:n*d have !houghe cheeves had been in thar place? 


Noy? for my Hot Iſe made great moan, 
A [tander by uato me ſaid, 


| Thou didit not obſerve the Scripture arighr, 


For thou mun a warcht,as well as pray 'd. 


From rhence Iſe went, and I ſaw my Lord Mayor, 
Good lack what a ſigh: was there to ſee, 

My Lord and his horſe were both of a hair, 
I could not tell which the Mare (hould be. / 


- From thence to #*ſtminfler T1 wenr, 


. Where _ a brave Lawyer I did ſee, 
Some of chem had a bad inten, 
For there my purſe was ftoln from me. 


To ſee the Tombs was my dehire, 
I went with many brave fellows ſtore 
I gave them a penny that was their hire, 
And he's bur a fool that will give any more. 


Then through the rooms the fellow me led, 
Where all che fights were to be ſeen, 

And ſnufling told me througtrthe noſe, 
What formerly the name of thoſe had been. 


Here lyes,quoth he, Hezry the Third, 
Thou ly*It like a knave,he ſaics never a word; 
And here lies Richard the Second interr'd, 
And hece lands good King Edwards Sword. 
Lindar 
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Under this Chair lyes Facobs None, 
The very ſame tone lies under the Char, 
A very good jett, had Facebbuc one, 
How got he ſo many Sons withont a pair ? 


IRaid not there, bur down with the tide 

I madegreat hafte,an#I wene my Way ; 
For I was to ſee the Lions beſide, 

And the Paris-garden all in a day. 


When Ife came there,I was in a rage, 
I rayl'd on him that kept the Bears, 

Inſtead of a Stake was ſuſfered a Stage, 
Andin Hunkes his houſe a crue of Players. 


Then through the Brigg to the Tower Iſe went, 
With much ado Iſe entred in, 

And after a penny that I had ſpenr, 
One with a loud voice did thus begin. 


This Lion's the Kings,and that is the Queens, 
And this is the Princes thar ſtands hereby, 

With that I went neer to look in rhe Den, 
Cods body,quoth he, why come you ſo nigh ? 


We made great haſte unto my Inne, 
I ſupt,and I went to bed betimes, 

Iſe ſlepr,and I dream'd wharT had ſeen, 
And wak*d again by Cheapſide Chimes. 
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The merry Goodfellow. 


\VAVE ſhould we nor laugh and be jolly, 
Since all the World is mad ? 


And lull'd in a dull melancholly ; 
Hethar wallaws in ſtore 
Is {till gzping for more, 
And that makes him as poor, 
As the wretch that ne'r any thing had, 


How madis that damn'd maney-monger ? 
Thar to purchaſe to him and his heirs, 
Grows eriviled with thiclt and hunger ; 
While we that are bonny, 
« BuySackwith ready-money, 
And ne'r trouble the Scriveners,nor Lawyers. 


Thoſe guts that by ſcraping and toyling, 

Do Cort their —— faſt, F 

Get nothing by all their curmoiling, 
Bur are marks of each caxe, 
While they load their own backs 
With the heavier packs, 

And lye down gall'd and weary ar laſt, 


While we tha do traffick in pple, 

Can baffle the _ and w Sword, 
aoſe jaws are ſo hungry and ripple ; 

” We ne'r crouble our 4 

- With Indentures or Deeds, 

And our wills are compog'd in a word, 
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Our money ſhall never indice us, 
Nor drag us to Goldſmiths Hall, 
No Pyrats nor wracks can affrignt us ; 
We, that have no Eſtates, 
Fear no plunder nor rates, 
We can ſleep with open gates, 
He that lies onthe ground cannot fall. 


We laugh at thoſe fools whoſe endeavours 
- Do bur fic them for Priſons and Fines, Lin 
When we that ſpend all are che ſavers ; 
For if thieves do breakin, 
They go out empty gin, 


Nay,the Plunderers loſe chew deſigns, 


Then ler us not think on to Morrow, 
But tipple and laugh while we may, 
To waſh from our hearts all ſorrow ; 
Thoſe Cormorants which 
Are troubled with an itch, 
Tohe mighty and rich, 
Do bur toyl for the wealth which they borrow. 


The Mayor of our Town with his Ruff on, 

Whar a pox 1s he better than we ? 

He muſt vail coche man with the Byff on ; 
Though he Cuſtard may ear, 
And tuch lubbardly mear, 

Yet our Sack makes us merrier than he. 


S{NS 
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The Rebels Reign. 


Ow we are met in a knor, let's take r'other pot, 
And _y o'r a Cup of Ne&ar ; 
Ler's think on a. charm to keep us from harm, 
From rhe Fiend,and the new ProteRor, 


Hertofore at a brunt a Croſz would have don't, 
But now they have taken courſes, 

Wich their Laws and cheir theft, there's not a croſs 
In che Chucch,nor the Farmers Purſes. ( lefc 


They'rewith you to bring for ſufhng ar a King, 
For now you muſt make no dainty 

To have ypur noſe ground on a (toe turned round 
By Noll,and one and twenty. 


Bur our Rights are kept for us in Olzver s ſore-houſe, 
"Twere as g20d they were (cc in the Stocks : 

They are jult mn the pickle in the thirtieth Article, 
Like Zack im Juglers box, | 


We are loath for to look for the Saints in a book, 
But would not a man be vext, 

To ſee them ſo rough with their blades and cheir buff, 
Bur not a word on't w-the Text. 


We have been rivelve years together by the cars 
To prepare for a ſpiritual raign : 
Men were never ſo ſpic'd with che Scepter of Chriſt 
In the hands of a Saint in grain. 
/ 


/ 
Fon 
/ 


"Twas 
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"Twas brew'd in their Hives by Citizens wives, 
Who venrured their husbands far, 

With Rebix the fool there was ne'r ſuch a tool 
To lead 1n the womens War. 


He was ill at Command, but worſe at a {tand, 
So they ſought out another more able: 

Then Farr,undertakes,but Nol keeps the fiakes, 
And ſends away Fox with a bauble. 


1,Conqueror the ſecond,without his hoſt reckon'd, 
And ſo did Brown billet his Mate: 

They made a great noiſe 'mongft women and boys, 
But now they are beth out of date. 


Cowardly had bur a foule Fortune, 
And wanted a knife to fcrape it, 

When his Oriphice ran,there vas no mortal man, 
But onmibus horis ſaput. 


Bradſhaw,the Knave,ſent the King to his grave, 
And on the blond Royal did trample, 

For which the xext Lewe he was made Preſident, 
And ere long may be made an example. 


Doriflarns did teer tro Hans mine heer, 
And Ahew to Don at Madril, 

Ere a man could have ſcratcht they were both diſ- 
Yet there they lye Leger till, |  (parche, 


Martin and St. Johns,and more with a vengeance, 
Had each a finger i ch' pye : 

Some for the money,and ſome for the Conny, 
And ſome tor they knew not why, 

The 
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The Pacliamenc fate as ſnug as a Cat, 
And were playing for mine and yours : 
Sweep-ltakes was their Game ill Oliver came, 
And turn'd it to knave our of doors, 


Then a new one was caſt,and made up in haſt, 
Buc alas they could do no more 

Than empty our purſe,and empty us worſe 
Than e'r we were married before. 


Bur in a good hour they gave up their power 
To one that was wiſer than they ; 

By common conſent *was the firſt Parliamenc 
That ever was felo de ſc. 


After all chis J&er we are never the near, 
There firs one at the helm commandivg ; 
One thac doth us nick with a crick for our trick, 
And the fone in our foor notwithſtanding. 


He*l nor relax one groat of the Tax 
Though ic come co niore than he need, 

He may keep it 1n {tore ull his need be more, 
'Tis an Article of our ney Creed, 


Sowell he hath wrought,that now he hath broughe 
The Realm to the manner he meant it ; 

The fiſhes,and the foivl,and rhe devil and all, 
And the monthly pay his high renc, 


All chis we muſt bear, but *rwold make a man ſivear 
When they c1ll us a reformed Nation: 
It can never fink into my head for to think 
Thar this is a Reformation. i 
is 
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Tis the man in the Moon,or the devil as ſoon, 
Our Laws are aſleep upon ſhelves : 

Our Charter & Freedom we may bid God ſpeed'um, 
'Tis well we can beg for our ſelves. 


Since Nel hath berefc us,and nothing hath left us, 
Not a horie or an Oxe to plough land, 

Ler Oliver paſs, come fill up my glaſs, 
And here's a good health to Rowland. 


— 


A Catch. 


H*: you obſerv'd the wench in the freer, 
She's ſcarce any hoſe or ſhooes to ber feet g 
And when ſhe cries, ſhe ſings, : 
I have hoc Codlings, hot Codlings. 


Or have you ever ſeen or heard 
The Mortal with his Lyon tauny beard ? 
He lives as merrily as bearr can with, 
And till he cries, Buy a bruſh,buy a bruſh. 


Since theſe are merry, why ſhould werake care ? 
Muſitians,like Cametions,muk live by the Aire ; * 
Then _ be blithe and bonny,and no good meeting 
alk, 
What though we have no money,we ſhall findChakk. 
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A new Medley, 


The —_—_y che Trumpet ſound, 
And the Rocks rebound, 
Our Engliſh Narive's coming ; 
Lec the Nations ſwarm, 
And the Princes figrm, 
We value nor their drumming. 
"Tis not France,that looks ſo ſmug, 
Old faſtuons ill renewing, 
Ic is nor the Spanſþ (hrug, 
Scortyh Cap,or triſh rug ; 
Nor the Dwucch-mans double jug 
Can help what is enſuing ; 
Pray,my Mafters,look abour, 
For ſomething is a Brewing. 


——— 
———— — 


He that is a Favorice conſulting with Fortune, 
If he = nor wiſer,then he's quite undon z 
In a rifing creature we daily ſce certainly, 
He is a rerreater that fails ro goon; * 
He that in a Builder's trade 
Stops e're the roof be made, 
By the air may be betray'd 
And overthrown : 
He tha hath a race begun, 
And lets the Goal be won ; 
He had better never run, 
Buc let 'r alone, 


Then plot rightly, 
March fighcly, 


At 
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Shew your — arms brightly : 
Charge highly, 
Fight (prighcly ; 

Forrune gives renown. 
A right riſer 
Will prize her, 

She makes all che world wiſer ; 
Stll rry her, 
We'll gain by her 

A Cofhn or a Croivn., 


If the Dutchman or the Spaniard 
Come bur to oppoſe us, 
We will chruſt them up at the main-ynd, 
If chey do bur noſe us : 
Hans, Hans,think upon thy fins, 
And then ſubmitto Spars thy Maſter ; 
For though now you look like friends, 
Yer he will never cruft you after ; 
Drink, drink,give the Dutchman drink, 
And ler the tap and kan :un faſter ; | 
For faith, ar the lalt I chink 
A Brewer wilt become your Maſter, 


Ler not poor Teg and Shone 

Vender from der houſes, 

Leſt dey be. quite undone 

In der very Trowzes : 

And all der Orphans beſiow'd under hatches, 
And made in Londos free der to cry matches ; 
St. Patrick wid his Harp do tun'd wid tru firing ; 
Is not fat to unty St. Hewſor's ſhoos-ſtrings. | 


Methinks 


Methinks I hear 
The welch draw near, 
And from each lock a louſe trops z 
Ap Shon,ap L Loyd, 
Will ſpend her ploor, 
For. to defend her —_— 
Mounced on her X':ſflebag 
With cott fore of Koradagh, 
The PriciCh war begins. 
With a hook her was overcome her, 
Pluck her to her,chruſt he: from her, 
By cor her was break her ſhins. 
Ler Tafhe fret, 
And welch-hook wher., 
And troop up pertigrees , 
We only rour 
Tey will ſtink us our, 
Wir Leeks and roaſted Sheez-:, 


But Feckee now and Jinny coves, 
Our Brethren mult approve on”: ; 
For prer a Cor dey berr der drums 
Only to break de Couvenant, 

Dey bore S1int Andrew's Croſs, 

Til our army quite did rout dert, 
Bur when we pur dem tode loſs 

De deal a Cro's about dem : 

The King and Couvenane they crave, 
Their cauſe mult needs be further'd ; 
Alrhough ſo many Kings they have 
Molt barbarouſly,baſely murcher'd, 


The French.T:e Frenchman he will give conſent, 


That 


Though he trickle in our veins; 
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That willingly 
We may agree, 
To a marriage with grapes and grains : 
He conquers us With kindneſs, 
And doth ſo far entrench, 
That fair,and wiſe,and young, and rich, 
Are finified by the French - 
He prettifies us with Feathers and Fans, 
With Perticoars,Doublets, and Hoſe; 
And faith they ſhall 
Be welcome all 
If chey forbear the noſe. 
For love or for fear, 
Let Nations forbear ; 
If Fortune exhibit a Crown. 
A Coward he 
Muſt ſurely be, 
That will nor pur it on. 
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A Catch. 


Hew a Room,ſhew a Room,ſhew a Room, 
Here's a knot of Good Fellows are come 

That mean for to be merry 

With Claret and with Sherry ; 

Each man to.mirth kimſelf diſpoſes, 

And for the Reckoning tell Neſes ; 

Give the Red-Noſe ſome white, 

And the Pale-Noſe ſome Claret, 

Bur the Naſe that looks Blew, | 

Give him a Cup of Sack , "till mend his heyy, 
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The Comented. 


\ J \VGes ſhould a man care, or bein diſpair, 
Should Fortune prove never ſo unkind ? 


Or why ſhould I be (ad for char I gever had, 
Or fooliſhly trouble my mind ? 
For I do much hate to pine ar my Fate, 
There's none bur a fool will do ſo : 
I'll laugh and be far,for care kills a Car, 

And I care not how ere the world go. 


Though I am poor,and others have ſtore, 

Why ſhould I repine at their blifs ? 

For I am content with what God hath ſent, 

And Ithink Ido nor amiſs : 

Ler others have wealth, for I have health, 

And money to pay what I owe, 

T'll laugh, and be merry, and fing hey down, down 
For I care not,&c. (derry, 


Some men do ſuppole,even by their gay Cloaths, 
For to be in groat requeſt ; 
Though mine be bur bare, I am nor 0'rh' ſhow, 
And Fehink my ſelf honeſtly drelt ; 
Though every man cannot ſay ſo, 
I like har I wear, though ic colt nor ſo dear, 

For I care nor,&c. 


Your Epicures eat of che beſt ſort of meat, 
And wine of th belt he doch drink, 
And laies him to reſt, and thinks himſelf bleſt, 


 ,J ._/_@4 


On heaven he never doth ct.ank ; 
Though 
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Though my fare be but courſe, I am not the worle, 

My health 1s the better I know ; 

Though plain be my food,my Romack is good, 
And [ care not,&c. 


Your flattering Curs,that fawn upon Furs, 

And hang at Noblemens ears, 

If oncethey dofall,away they run all, 

And this is their flattering fears : 

Diſlembling I ſcorn, for I am free-born, 

My happinels lies not below ; | 

Though my words wan: Arr, I ſpeak from my heart, 
I care not,&c, 


Some men do ftrive,and mightily chrive, 

And ſome for Offices wait, 

Much money they ſpend,and to lictle end, 

And repent then when ir*s tco late ; 

Low ſhrubs are ſecure, when Cedars endure 

Great ſtorms and rempelts below, : 

Lec others look high, for ſo will nor 1, 
And I care not how the world go. 


— — 


Row to live happy: 


E that a happy life would lead 

Incheſe times of diſtraction, 
Ler kim liſten ro me, and I will gead 
A LeRure without faction ; _ 
Ler him wane three things, whence miſery ſprings, 
They all begin wich a leccer, | 
Ler him bound his deſires ro what nature require 

And with reaſon his humour ferter, Ay 
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Ler not his wealth prodigious grow, 

For that breeds cares and dangers: 

Makes him eried above, and hated below, 
A conſtant flave to ſtrangers ; ; 
They are happieſt of all whoſe eſtates are but ſmall, 
Though bur enough to maincain chem, 

They may do, they may ſay,having nothing to pay, 
Ic will not quit colt co arraign them. 


oo*d with a wife, 

For houſhold cares incumber, 

Nor to one place to confine his life, 

"Cauſe he can't remove his Lumber z 

They are happielt far who unmarried are, 

And forrage, and all incommon, 
From all ſtorms they can fly, or if chey ſhould die, 
They ruine no child nor woman, 


Nor would I have him clog 


Let not his brains o'rflow with wit, 

That capers o'r diſcrecton, 

Ir's colily to keep,aud hard to ger, 

And dangerous in the poſſeſſion ; 

They are happieſt men who can ſcarce tell ten, 

And beat not their brains abont reaſon, 

They may ſpeak. what Will ſerve themſelves to pre- 
And their words arenot taken for treaſon. (ſerve, 


Bur of all fools, there is none to the wir, | 
Far he rakes pains r@ſhew it, | 
H 5 pride and his drink bring him intoa fic, 
Then (treight he turns a Poet : 

His jelts he flings at Scates,or at Kings, 

.Or ar Plays, or at Biys,or at ſhadows, 
Thinks a Verſe ſerve: as well as a circle or Cell, ] 
Til te cimes himielf co che Barbadows, He 


YIEM 


Merry Drollerie. 149 


He that within theſe Lines can live, 
Maybaffle all diſaſters, 
To Fortune and Fate commands he can give, 


. Who Worldlings call their Maſters ; 


> 


He may fing,her may quaff,he may drink,he may laugh 
May be mad, may be ſad,may be jolly, 

He may ſleep without care,and ſpeak without fear, 
And laugh at the world and its folly. 


The Lowſe. 


|þ that you will hear of a Dirty 

That's fram'd by a fix-footed Creature, 
She lives both in Town and in City, 
She is very loving by nature ; 

She'l ofter her ſervice to any, 


» She'l (lick cloſe bur the'l prevail, 


She's entertained by too many 
Till death, ſhe no man will fail. 


Fenner once In a Play did deſcribe her, 

How ſhe had her beginnivg firlt, 

How ſhe ſprung from the lo 'ns of great Pharaoh, 
And how by a King ſhe was nurs'd 

How ſhe fell on the Carkaſs of Herod, 

A companion for any brave hghter, 

And there's no fault to be found with her, 

Bur that ſhe's a devilliſh backbiter. 


With Souldiers ſhe's often comraded, 
Andofren does them much good, 
She'l fave them the charge of a Surgeon 
In Gcknels for letting them blood ; 

L 3 Corruy- 


Corruption ſhe araws like a horſe-leech, 
Growing ſhe'll prove a great breeder, 
At night ſhe will creep 1n her cottage, 
By day ſhe's adammable feeder, 


Shel venture as much in a barttel 

As any Commander may go, 

Bur then ſhe'tplay Jack on borh fades, 
She cares nota fart for her Foe: 

She knows that alyyaies ſhe's ſhor-tfree, 
To kill her no ſword will prevatle, 

Bur if ſhe's caken priſoner, 

' She's preltro death by the naile. 


She doth not eſteem of your rich men, 
Bur alwaies ſticks cloſe to the poor ; 

Nor ſhe cares not for your clean ſhifters, 
Not for ſuch as bravecloaths wear ; 

She loves all ſuch as are non-ſuited, 

Or any brave fellow that lacks ; 

She's as true a friend to poor Souldiers, 

As the ſhire that ſticks cloſe to their backs. 


She cannot abide your clean Laundreſs, 
Nor thoſe that do fer her on work, 

Her delight is all in foul linnen, 

Where in narraw ſeams ſhe may lurk : 
From her and her breed God defend me, 
For Thave had their company fore, 
Pray take her among you Gentry, 

Let her trouble poor ſouldiers no more. 
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The Concealment. 


Loved a maid, The loved not me, 

Bur that was a maids infirmity ; 
She wore her Garter above her knee, 
But that was a ſecret bravery ; 
I plaid with her paps,ſhe gave me ſome raps : 
Bur what did you elſe belide ? 
Nay, that were a folly, the Fox1s unholy, 
And yet he hath grace to hide. 


Her feet were lictle, her fingers ſmall, 

Her hips did wear no Farthingal ; 

Her body ſtreighr, her be!ly round, 

The whale-hone uſe there was not found ; 

I hall'd her,l pull'd her, I kiſs'd her, Icull'd her: 
But what did you,&'c. 


I wrung her hands, ſhe wrung mine again, 
God bleſs fuch wringing as breeds nopain; 

I look'd on her fice,and I gave her dance, 

She dimmed my fight with a coloured glance ; 
I hung on her neck, the gave me a check : 


Bur what did you, c. 


When each man had danced With his maid, 
Then down behind a tree we ſtaid : 
My knees againſt her knees I thruſt, 
She cry 'd,ſweer heart, let be, and bluſhe ; 
Bur yet ar the laſt I graſfed her falt : 

Burt whar cid you,&c, 
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Behind my ear I wear her lock, 

And ſhe my f:vour next her ſmock; 

She-loves me more, if more you mark, 


Since laſt we tumbled in the dark ; 


She was ſo kind- hearted, ſhe wept when we parted, 


Bur what dia you, &c. 


But by this kiſſing and this feeling _ 

Theſe gentle foes we:e ſon brought to yielding z 

Ic colt memorein ſope and candle 

Than all rhe Gold chat e'r I did handle, 

Though I deny'd it, ſhe could w-ll hide it - 
But what did you elſe beſide ? 

Nay,that were a folly,the Fox is unho!y, 

And yer he hath craft co hide, 


A Catch, 
VV Hart Fortune had I, poor Maid as I am, 


To be bound in erernal vow, 
For ever to-lye by the fide of a man, 
That would, but knows not how ? 
Oh can there no pity 
Be in ſuch a Ci:y, 
Where Lads enoughare tobe had. 


Unfortunate Girl, that art wed to ſuch woe, 
Go ſeek thee a lively Lad, 
And let the poor that hath nothing to ſhew 
Go ſeek for another as bad ; 
Then call for no pity 
Thoa divelr in a City, 
Where Las enough were to be had, 
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Advice to Batchelors, 


E that intends totake a Wife, 
I'll tell him what a kind of life 
He muſt be ſure tolead g 
If ſhe's a young and render hearr, 
Not documented in Loves Arr, 
Much teaching ſhe will need. 


For where there is no path,one may 
Be tir'd before he find the way, 
Nay, when he's at his treaſure, 
The gap perhaps will prove ſo ſtraight, 
That he for entrance long may wait, 
And make a toyl of's pleaſure. 


Or if one old,and palt her doing, 
He will the Chamber- maid be woing, 
To buy her ware the cheaper, 
But if he chuſe one moſt form6ſe, 
Ripefor', ſhe'l prove libidinons, 
Argus himſelf ſha'nt keep her, 


For when thoſe things are neatly dreſt, 

They'l entertain each wanton gueſt, 
Nor for their honour care, 

If any give their pride a fall, 

Th'have learn'd a trick to bear withal, 
So you their charges bear. 
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Orif you chance to play your game 
With a cull-Fergrofs, Los —_ 
Your ricbes to. encreaſe, 
Alas ! ſhe will but jeat you fot'r, 
Bid you to find our better ſport, 
Lie with a pot of greaſe. 


If meager be thy delight, 
Shel conquer in venerial hight, 
And walte thee to the bones, 


Such kind of girles,like to your Mill, 


0 


The more you give,the more crave they will, 


Or elle they 1 grind the fones. 


If black, "ris ods ſhe's dev*ltſh proud, 
If ſhort, Zamippe like, roo loud, 
If long, ſhe'l lazy be, 
Fooliſh (the Proverb airh) if fair, 
If wiſe and comely, danger's there, 
Leſt ſhe do Cuckold thee. 


If ſhebring ſtore of money, ſuch 
Are like ro domineer too much, 
Prove Miſtris,no good wife, 
And when they cannot keep you under, 
They?l fill che houſe with ſcolding thunder, 
| What worſe than ſuch a life ? 


Bur if her Dowry only be 
Beaury, farewel felicity, 
Thy fortunes caſtaway. 
Thou muſt be ſure to ſatisfie her 
In belly,and in back-defire, 
To labour night and day. 


And 


Wiias 


And rarher than her pride give o'r, 
She'l turn perhaps an honoured whore, 
And thou'lt Afeen'd be, 
Whilſt like Aeon chou mailt weep, 
To think thou ſorced art to keep, 
Such Fo devour thee. 


If being noble thou doſt wed 
A ſervile creqqure,baſely bred, 
Thy Family it defaces ; 
If being mean,one nodly born, 
She'l ſwear t'exalr a Courrlike horn, 
Thy low deſcent it graces. 


If one tongue be too much for any, 

Then he who takes a wife with many, k 
Knows not what may betide him 

She whom he did for learning honour, 

To ſcold by book will rake upon her, 
Rherorically chide him. 


If both her Parents living are, 
To pleaſe them you muſt cake great care, 
Or ſpoyl your furure fortune, 
Bur if departed th'are this life, 
You mult be parent to your wife, 
And father all, be.cerrain. 


If bravely dreft,fair fac'd and witty, 
She'l oft be gadding to the City, 

| Nor may you ſay her nay. 
She'l ell you (if you her deny )) 


Since women have Terms,ſhe knows not why, 


But they (till keep thenv may. 
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If you make choice of Country ware, 

Of being Cuckold, there's leſs fear, 
Bur ſtupid honeſty 

May teach her how to ſleep all night. 

And take a great deal more delight 
10milk the Cows than thee. 


Concoction makes their blood agree 
Too near, where's conſanguinity ; 
Then ler no kin be choſen. 
He loſeth one part of his treaſure, 
Who thus continerh all his pleaſure 
To th* arms of a firlt Cozen. 


He'll never have her at command, 
"Who takes a wife at ſecond hand. 
Chen chuſe no widdowed mother : 
The firſt cur,of rhar bir you love, 
If others had, why mayn't you prove 
But taſter to cute} ? 


Beſides,if ſhe bring children many, 

"Tis like by thee ſhe'l not haveany, 
But prove a barren Doe ; 

Orif by them, ſhe ne'r had one, 

By thee 'cis likely (hel have none, 
Whilſt chou for weak bzck go, 


For there where other gard*ners have been ſowing 
Their ſeed,bur ne*r could find it growing, 
You muſt expect ſo too ; 
And where the Terra mcognita 
S* o'rplow'd,you mult ir fallow lay, 
And till for weak back go. 
Then 
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Then truſt not toa maiden face, 
Nor confidence in widdows place, 
' Thoſe weaker veſſels may 
Spring-leak,or ſplit againſt areck,, 
And when your Fame's wrapt in a lock, 
"Tis eahlly calt away. 
Yet be ſhe fair, foul, ſhort, or tall, 
You for a time may love them all, 
Calt them your ſoul, your life, 
And one by one them undermune, 
As Courtizan, or Concubine, 
Bur never as married wife. 


He who conſiders this,may end the (trife, 
Confels no trouble like unto a Wife. 


— i. 


A Catch. 


If any ſo wiſe is,that Sack he deſpiſcs, 

Ler him drink ſmall beer, and be ſober, ' 
Whilſt we drink Sack and fqng,as if it were ſpring, 
He ſhall droop like the Trees in Oftober. 

, Bur beſure if over night this dog do you bite, 

» You take it henceforth for a warning, 

Soon as out of your bed,to ſettle your head, 

Take a hair of his tail in the morning, 

And be nor ſofilly co follow old Lilly, 

For there's noching but Sack that cantune us, 

Ler his Ne-aſſueſcas be pur in his cap caſe, 

And ſing b;-bj-ro vinum Jejnnus, 
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A Mock Song. 


V'Vsi I a Lady do intend to Aatter; 
| h,how I do begin to chatter. 


I ſwear and vow 
How much 1'd do, 
That I might once ger at her - 


I ſay to kiſs her only is a Feaſt, 
A Cupid: Beaver at the leaſt, 
Whalſt Glly ſhe 


Beleeveth me, 
And thinks I love her belt. 


Wick thoſe fair phanſies which moſt comely are, 
I oft her Ladiſhip compare, 
Ifay the Roſe 
And Lilly,when ir blowes, 
Are nothing near (o fair. 


Yer gazing on her face I've ſpent ſome hours, 

Conſulred with each cheek,and all its powers, 
Bur there none grow, 

Unleſs below, 

In pleaſures garden-ſpring her flowers. 


Ofc have I call'd her Jewel, ofc have I 

Call'd rrue, thefalſe pearls of her eye, 
Yet precious fone 

She will have none, 

Unull wich me ſhe lies 
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Wirth what pure whiteneſs is her boſome bleſt, 
Ofc cry I,yer I do but jeſt ; 
For ſure I'm (till, 
She never will, 
Uncill I ——her have a milk white breaft, 


Then tell her by the rowling of her eyes, 
I gueſs her ſecret rarities, 

Swear he who enjoyes 
Thoſe pleaſant royes, 
Ought much co elteem the prize. 


Thus Ladies have I learn'd in Cupids ſchools, 
My Maſter Ov;d's Grammer Rules : 
Thus can I prove 
I amin love, 
And thus I make ye fools. 


FINIS. 
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